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Ross Paey stood on the deck of the steamboat Crescent City, 
stariBg out over the Mississippi. He had his arms folded against 
his chest, and the fingers of one slender, white hand gripped the 
other arm with considerable force. One more bend, one more 
quiet sweep of broad, slow-flowing water, and then— home. He 
felt a queer tingie of emotion, just thinking of it. 

Above his head, the whistle on one of the tali twin stacks 
spurted white steam, and cried out. There was a jangle of bells, 
and the Crescent City slowed, the cascade of muddy, yellow-white 
foam from her sternwheel thinning, her broad wake moving out 
behind her with a noticeable reduction of speed. Ross stiffened, 
staring hard in the direction of Natchez, his thin nostrils held 
tight against the outrush of his- breath. 

And it was there, again, that Morgan Brittany saw him. She 
came around the deck on her husband’s arm, her frilled parasol 
dancing a little in the light breeze; then seeing Ross, she stopped. 

‘'Let’s wait here,” she said. ''This is a good enough place.” 

Lance Brittany looked toward Ross and glared. That affected 
young pup again, he thought; but Ross stood like a man of stone, 
unaware of their existence. ■ Lance shru^ed. He was fifty years 
old, and Ms bride of two months was twenty-five years younger 
than he, which did not help his- naturally Jealous disposition. 
Still, it was foolish to be afraid of every youngster they ran across, 
and this thin, delicate-appearing- young fop was hardly the type 
of man to catch Morgan's roving eye. 

"All right,” he said, "well -wait here,” 

Morgan glanced across the.- foredeck to the green and gold 
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alluvial lowland of Louisiaiia,;theE carefully^ little by little, she 
let her gaie stray back to where Ross stood. 

. He' was, .she saw, .dressed iu. the height of fashion; he even 
exceeded the mode a bit, for that spring of 1850, the style of some 
of Ms clothes was not known in the United States. Morgan looked 
with' approval upon his plum-colored frock coat, gathered tight 
at his slim waist, and flaring out as it fell almost to his knees. His 
waistcoat was of a soft, dazzling white, and his flowing cravat, 
gathered in a loose knot, was held to his starched and ruffled shirt 
by a .great pearl stickpin. The collar of the frock coat was of ma- 
roon velvet, darker than the coat itself, and tiis plaid trousers, 
clinging to his well-turned were strapped under ihe insteps 
of his polished black leather boots. The tall hat that sat so Jauntily 
upon his shining blond hair was a soft dark brown, matching 
exactly one of the shades of the plaid. From under his folded 
arm, a slender gutta percha cane hung down, too short to be of' 
much use,. actually-— a kind of swagger stick; but it became him. 

There was, Morgan surmised, more to this Ro® Pary than his 
fi.ne plumage. His face, for instance, held ..her. Outlined against 
the morning light, it was as dean-cut as a medallion; not even , the 
soft golden sideburns that curled down to the angle of his jaw, all 
the rest of his face being clean-shaven, were enough to blur that 
clearness of .line. His nose was aquiline, almost Roman, high- 
bridged: and thin-nostriled, and the set of his chin was firm and 
fine. Only his eyes betrayed him; somber and brooding, they gazed 
out over the muddy water in a way that made Morgan sorry for' 
him, suddenly. 

He has, she decided, a poet's face. And for once in her life, 
Morgan was very nearly right, Ixmfcing away from Ross's graceful 
slendeme^ to her husband's muscular frame, Morgan thoughi 
suddenly: he'd be much too easy— and smiled up at Lance. 

Still, she could not dismiss Ross Pary that abruptly. She kept 
remembering that fii^t night-. out of Memphis, when he had come 
down into the Crescent ' Ciiy's magnificently appoinied saloon 
dad in an evening habit that .had made every woman on the boat 
turn her head, and every man' glare at him frostily and then 
glance self-consciously at:, his. own attire as if to discover rusty 
spots. Very few of them could have worn those tight-fitting black 
trousers, buttoned above the : ankle over the dove-gray spats. And 
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noiie at all with that conipletely unself- 

consdom.frace. Yet, alone as he was,/Ross had made, no; effort to 
push himself; he had merely acknowledged the self-introductions 
of those who proffered their cards, and murmured his name in 
retmm His name, and nothing more. 

Who the devil was he? Morgan wondered. He came from 
Natchez, which was Lance's home, and was now: going, to be hers 
-—that much she had been able to worm out of the captain. Yet, 
when, with elaborate casualness, she had mentioned this fact to 
her husband, Lance had merely grunted. *Tary?" ho said; “never 
heard of the family — so they can't be anything much." 

As a member of one of Natchez' oldest and wealthiest families, 
Lance Brittany was indisputably in a position to know. Yet Ross 
Pary had the look of a gentleman about Mm. A gentleman and 
a poet, an aesthete and scholar, wMch after all, Morgan did not 
then realize, were not the attributes of the hard-riding, hard- 
drinking Southern gentry. A Southern gentleman might, as Ross 
had done aboard the Crescent City, swap quotations from Homer 
with Doctor Benbow in the original Greek; but no Southern gen- 
tleman would ever think of sitting down to the grand piano in a 
steamboat's saloon and entertaining the entire company with 
sweeping nocturnes played with matchless skill. “That," Lance 
had said brusquely, “was going too far." 

Oblivious of Lance's frowning disapproval, she stared at Ross 
with such insistence that her gaze worked its curious alchemy 
inside his mind, and be turned and looked at her. She saw the 
slow flush steal upward along his untanned face, and suddenly 
she felt warm all over— warm and good. It was going to be nice 
living in Natchez. She was going, to enjoy it, , ■ ■ ■ ■ 

Ross turned a troubled face back toward where the two-hun- 
dred-foot red-brown bluff on which the town of Natchez stood 
was coming into sight; It rose, sheer .out of the river, crowned with 
wild grapevines, and the splendid Magnolia Grandifloras, and 
towering giant oaks, between which the white Grecian columns 
of the planters' homes gleamed brightly, just barely visible amid 
the green shrubs and the explosive colors of flowers. 

Now, he thought bitterly,, she's- going to find out. Now she’s 
going to know. ... 

He was surprised to realize how important that was. There had 
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been many women aboard: the Crescent City, but only one Mor- 
gan. Even now, looking deliberately away from her, her face filled 
np his mind. It was a small, soft, creamy-white face, more heart- 
shaped than oval It was, certainly, a pretty face; but not extraor- 
dinarily so. Even.in the limited company of the steamboat^s pas- 
sengers, diere had been prettier women. What was it, then, about 
.. Morgan? He stole a glance at her out of the corner of his eye. 
Then, suddenly, abs.olutely, he knew. It was such a wicked face, li 
.was the face of Cressid, of Iseult, of Morgan le Fay, for whom, 
doubtless, Morgan had been named. 

It promised so mudu It hinted of almost unimaginable delights 
all beyond the pale of society a.nd its i.jBmw£afale laws. Did that 
old fossil Brittany believe the fact that he was married to Morgan 
insured his possession of her? If so, Ross decided, he was a fool. 
No man ..alive was going to watch that wine-red mouth, hovering 
forever between a' pout and a smile, without being driven into 
some kind of action. Certainly not the impetuous sons of .Ms na- 
tive soil You could look into Morgan's eyes and discover what 
blackness wa.s, before light was,, before ti.me had begun, with the 
footsteps of God troubling the face of the wate.n. Beside them, 
even her hair seemed less than black. Yet Ross had seen her stand- 
ing beside a .raven-haired Creole from New Orleans, only yester- 
day, and the setting sun had raised rich highlights in the Creole 
girls hair, rich brownish glints.amid the blackness; but Morgan's 
hair had taken on a bluish sheen. It was, he thought, impossible 
for anything to be blacker than that But her eyes— were. 

And now, soon, he repeated- with mid self-loathing, she’s going 
to find out — ^she’s going to know." 

He hoped fervently that his brother Tom and his sister Ann is 
would not meet him at the wharf. Tom was entirely too big and 
rugged and handsome, so that all his life Ross had paled into in- 
significance beside him; but it was not that that troubled him 
now. It was rather that Tom was bluff and hearty, with an excess 
of animal spirits and an entire lack of cither gcKxl taste or good 
manners. His clothes, Ross realised bitterly, would reveal their 
humble origin at once. And Annis, pretty as she was, was sure to 
look dowdy in the kind of things she wore. 

At once Ross was ashamed of himself. They, his only living rel- 
atives, were the salt of the. earth; and their clothes and. manners 
could not be permitted to matter. His sojourn abroad, his Oxford 
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education, had been, in a way, at their expense. JMot that he had 
not earned the money himself; in fact, all the family's consider- 
able advance in fortune had been entirely due to him. For Ross, 
had what every other Fary since the beginning, of time had lacked: 
ambition,. 

: But, in a real sense, his going abroad had been at his brother's 
and his sister's expense; for it had meant that they had had to 
chain themselves to the lumber mill. But he could console himself 
with the thought that it was he who had bought into the mill in 
the first place, that when their saloon-keeping father had died, 
and left a considerable fortune to be divided among them, Ross 
alone had had the good sense to put every penny of his share into 
buying a partnership in old Peter Dalton's mill. Afterwards Tom, 
reluctantly, had come In for a lesser share, with what money he 
had not gamed or wenched away. 

Yet, even the memory of his success was a bitter one. It was his 
soft voice and almost instinctive good manners that had won so 
many building contracts for old Peter from the planters. He and 
old Peter, between them, had buUt half the imposing houses on 
the hill, chafing always under the direction of an imported archi- 
tect. 

Yes, Ross had built the houses, but he could not enter them. 
The planter aristocracy would never forget that he was bom and 
raised and lived still in lusty, brawling Natchez under the Hill. 

He looked up at the two hundred feet of bluff. Scarcely a ten- 
minute walk up Silver Street- — ^but a lifetime Journey for a man 
who wanted to move from the dirt and dives and squalor of the 
lower city, to the fair vista of upper Natchez — of Natchez on the 
Hill, where everybody who was anybody lived. 

Ross was on the first leg of that journey. He meant to go up, 
come hell or high water. When there was money enough, he 
would go up. As a full-fledged architect, he could now command 
fat fees; fat enough, he reckoned, to build his own Greek Revival 
mansion in the upper city, to stretch out his own broad acres 
westward toward the setting sun, to become himself a planter, and 
hence a gentleman. It was not the-smallest of all possible dreams. 

The bells Jangled once more,, and the pilot backed water, re- 
versing the great stemwheels 'so that the Crescent City slowed, 
came to a halt, then inch by-slow-'.inch started forward again. As 
they crept in toward the wharf, -Ross saw Tom and Annis waiting 



there for him, and beside Tom, clinging to his arm, was Jennie 
Dalton. 

Ross’s heart turned over once, sharply, then settled down into 
a rapid drumroll. Jennie — his Jennie. No, not his, not ever his, 
not while his brother lived. And that, in one degree or another, 
the story of his life. The younger brother. The second Pary 
boy. You know, the pale, quiet one. The one they always forgot. 
But no more. Damn it all to hell and tarnation, no morel 

It was not alone that Tom was bigger than he, stronger than 
he, and far handsomer; but that he had that air of jaunty assur- 
ance that Ross had always lacked. Ross effaced himself, stepped 
out of the picture, blushed and stammered and hung his head. 
But in London and Oxford and in Paris, there had been girls of 
one sort or another who had found his shyness charming. The 
result was exactly what could have been expected. The shyness 
was rapidly vanishing. Abroad, it had vanished. But now, with 
the shores of his native Mississippi scant yards away, Ross Pary 
found to his pained astonishment that it had come back again. 

He glanced once more at Morgan Brittany, and raced down to 
his cabin to get his valise. He was relieved to note that Tom had 
their Negro man, Simon, with him. Simon's brawny back and 
shoulders were certainly adequate to take care of his trunks. A 
few minutes later, he was wrapped in his brother's muscular arms. 

“Ross!” Tom bellowed. “Well I’ll be a cross between a razor- 
back sow and a bull alligatorl L«nme look at you I Great jumping 
Jehosiphatl What a swell!” 

Annis kissed him tenderly, and Jennie brushed his cheek with 
her full, soft lips. 

K . "You do look mighty fine, Ross,” she said. “Don’t reckon I’ve 
Hi* 'ever seen finer clothes.” 

“Thank you,” Ross murmured. "And you look wonderful, too 
— all of you.” 

"Don’t reckon this here town can hold you now,” Tom beamed, 
“Hell, ain’t a planter on. the hill who can match your style. Hope 
you brought me some of them fancy English duds. I kind of got 
a hankering after style myself." 

“I did,” Ross said, and as he spoke, he was aware that Morgan 
was coming down the gangplank, and that she was surveying this 
gathering with feline care. Then her eyes rested upon Tom’s 
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massive fonii, and Ross could see them sparkle, God, he groaned 
inside his heart,, not againi 

Tom saw the glance and straightened up, looking back at Mor- 
gan in unfeigned, admiration. ■ 

“Boyl'' he .breathed; ‘‘just who is that little queen?'' .■ 

: “Morgan Brittany/' Ross said drily, .“Lance Brittany's wife/'-. 

' He could see Jennie's taut face slacken with relief at the word, 
wife. Poor thing, she'd have a hard row to hoe if she married Tom 
—that is, if she hadn't done so already. 

“Let's go/' he said suddenly, with forced gaiety, “I'm aching to 
get home." 

But before they could walk to Tom's surrey, Ross saw that 
Lance Brittany was staring at the half empty wharf, his face 
creased with frowning. With a murmured excuse to his relatives, 
Ross detached himself and walked over to him. 

“Anything I can do, Mister Brittany?" he asked. 

Lance stared at him, and the frown deepened. Then, he looked 
over to where Simon was putting the second of Ross's big trunks 
into the back of the surrey, and suddenly, unexpectedly, he 
smiled. 

“Why yes, Pary," he said, “there is. You can lend me your nig- 
ger to take a message up to my house. I was expecting to be met, 
but apparently they didn't get my letter. Your man's reliable, 
isn't he?" 

“Yes," Ross said shortly, “very." He was nettled at Lance Brit- 
tany's omission of the elementary courtesy of addressing him 
with a title. But he had committed himself already. Besides Mor- 
gan's black eyes, resting upon his face, were full of delicious invi- 
tation. 

“Weil then, call him over/’ Lance growled. 

“Simon," Ross called. “Gome here, won’t you." 

The Negro scurried over, his tattered cap in his hand. 

“Yassir?" he said. “Yassir Marse Ross?" 

“You're to take a message for this^ gentleman. You know the 
house called Buena Vista?" ■ 

“Yassir," Simon said. 

“Well, run up there and teli them that Mister and Mistress 
Brittany are waiting at the wharf,- Tell them to send the carriage 
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down — at once. Now hop to it,- Simon, don't tarry." He turned 
back to Lance. “That's it, Isn't it, sir?" 

The “sir" slipped out unwittingly, a part of the hard-learned 
courtesy that was in his very marrow by now; but the moment he 
said it,: he^ was sorry. It was beggarly to be polite to a man who 
.refused courtesy in his turn. . 

' “That's it/’ Lance said drily. “T^ 

' ■ “You’re entirely welcome," Ross said. “Sorry I, can't- offer you -a 
lift, , but as you see- . . 

“That's quite all right," Morgan said suddenly, amusemeni 
.bubbling through her low, rich voice. “There are an awful lot of 
you, aren’t there?" 

^ “Enough," Ross smiled. “Well, good day to you both. Your 
servant, -ma'am." 

“Wait," Morgan said; “I’ve been dying to find out' about you. 
Just -what do you do, Mister Fary? Are you a planter? Or are yo-u 
just a pianist?" 

“Neither," Ross said. “I’m an arclutect." 

“Oh, good!" Morgan said. “Maybe we can .get him to build our 
new place — can't we, Lance?" 

“Fary," Lance mused. “Now I remember— you folks are in par-i- 
nership with .Dalton in the lumber . business. Built quite a few 
houses, as I recall. But I never heard tell of any of you being an 
architect before." 

“We weren't," Ross said stiffly, “befo.re. I studied, ii abroad— 
at Oxford and the tcole Polytechnique in Paris, and at the 
University of Barcelona in Spain. I plan to commence practici-ng 
my profession at once." 

Lance studied him, dawning respect in his eyes. 

“Drop, by to s-ee me," he said. “Tomorrow, if you can — maybe 
we can talk business at that" 

“Thank you," Ross said. “I'll be happy to." ' 

As he walked away, Moigan stared after him. 

“What an extraordinary young man," she said in a low voice. 

“In a way, he is," Lance admitted grudgingly. “First time I ever 
heard tell of anybody fro:m. under the Hill with enough grit in 
his craw to get himself a university -education. That boy is likely 
to go far." 

“Under the Hill?" Morgan echoed. “Just what is under the 
Hill, Lance?" 



.‘^This section,.. Nothing ever-comes from down here except cut- 
tliroats and tMeves and loose ' w 
• Morgan stared at Jennie and Annis. ■ ■ 

‘Those girls,” she whispered, “are they loose women?” ' ^ 

• “Hardly. There are decent folks down here; The Parys 'are; a 
rather good sort. None of them ever amounted, to anything much, 
but they’re a cut above the usual riffraff. Damn' it, I hope that 
nigger , of theirs doesn't forget. . . 

Ross walked slowly toward the surrey. Here, by purest accident,; 
opportunity had presented itself. Let him build a house, a fine 
house for the Brittanys, and he was made. Half the planters of 
central Mississippi would beat a path to his door, demanding' his ■■ 
services. A plantation of his own was not out of sight now. 

But he never reached the surrey. While he was still ten yards 
away, the doors of a saloon, called, appropriately enough, The 
Dirty Spoon, opened, and half a dozen big ruffians came roaring 
out 

“Look at himl” one of them yelled. “Ain’t he the cutest thing!” 

“Well damn my eyes, if it ain’t Ross Pary^ — all got up in them 
fancy duds!” 

“Why Rossy, boy,” another put in, “we’re mighty glad to see 
you back in town. And don’t let these boys plague you — ain’t a 
thing wrong with them duds— ’cepting, maybe, they’s a mite too 
clea,n.” 

The others lit upon this last suggestion with whoops of delight. 

“Been away from ole Mississip’ a long time, ain’t you, boy? 
Time you was gitting a little river mud in that pretty yaller hair!” 

Ross stood his ground, white to the ears with rage and terror. 
Then as the first of the ruffians stretched out his grimy paws to 
seize him, Ross drew back the swagger stick and slashed him hard, 
across the face. The man fell back roaring. Then they fell upon 
Ross from all sides so that his 'slender figure was home to earth 
under their sweaty bulk, Ross felt the toe of a hobnailed boot 
find his ribs and all the breath left his body. Then he saw the 
ruffians fiying away from him. in all directions, as Tom Pary 
sailed in, swinging his big fists. He managed to get to his feet, 
but at that it was still two against six. He saw Morgan Brittany 
looking at the fight, her face fiushed with pure joy. Rage mounted 
up and beat about his ears. He- picked up Ms cane again and 
started swinging it until it crashed into splinters against the thick 



skull of one of the ruffians. The man merely shook his head and 
bored in. A moment later, Ross found himself again fiat on 'Ms 
back in a mudhole, convinced that his jaw was broken in .at .least 
three places. 

:'The men ignored Mm then, and concentrated upon Tom. Tom 
'sent one of them crashing into one of the slender pillars that sup- 
ported the roof of The Dirty Spoon’s gallery. It broke easily, 
being made of ancient, half rotted wood. Tom pulled the rest of 
It,' loose and used it as a flail, swinging it about him in a circle. 
At once the .roof began to sag. One of the big men caught at an- 
other pillar, and tugged. It came loose, and he started swinging 
it in Ms, turn.. But Tom, with astonishing agility for a man of his 
size, avoided every blow. 

Others began yanking at the slender posts. A rainiue later, the 
whole front end of The Dirty Spoon crashed into the street in a 
pile of rubble. The noise attracted the attention of the denizens 
of The Bucket of Blood, another dive across the street. They came 
out, bellowing like delighted bulls, and joined the fray. What the 
fight was about, they hadn't the slightest idea. They didn't need 
an idea; to the rivermen who lived under the hill any fight was 
its own justification. 

In the renewed uproar, Tom managed to slip away and pick 
his slender younger brother up in his arms. He put Ross in the 
surrey, and took the reins. But 'before they were out of Si.lver 
Street, both saloons .had been tom to the ground and t.he river- 
men were going happily to work on a tMrd. 

Lying with his head pillowed in: Jennie's lap, Ross looked back 
at the carnage. His face was swollen .so badly that he could not 
open his mouth, and Ms fine, London-tailored clothes were in 
muddy tatters. Behind him, the rivermen were working bloody 
mayhem upon one another, with knives, broken whiskey bottles, 
and pieces of the demolished taverns. . 

But, even above the din of .battle, Ross could hear Morgan's 
clear, delighted laughter. He. .felt ^ sick suddenly, acutely, physi- 
cally ilL Jennie put out her’. soft white hand and stroked his 
bloody face. And Ross Pary, a .man grown, a scholar and a gentle- 
man, buried his face in the palms, of his hands and cried like a 
child. 

Such was his homecoming. ■ 



Chapter 2 


Ross SAT before the ancient, battered piano, and flexed his long 
fingers. He let the tips of them rest lightly npon the keys, then 
drew them back again, and sat there, frowning moodily at the 
piano. He was clad in a dark green silk robe, and a muffler of 
heavy white silk was wound about his slender throat. Above the 
robe, the right side of his face was grotesquely swollen, and his 
eyes looked out from under his fair brows, brooding and sad. 

He leaned forward again, and caught himself suddenly, a brief 
grimace of pain crossing his face. His chest was tightly bandaged 
under the robe: Doctor Benbow, whom Tom had called, had 
found a slightly fractured rib. But he ignored the sharp stab, and 
putting his hands once more on the yellowed keys, began to play. 

The piece was a gay mazurka, and Ross hammered the keys, 
almost forcing the triple time, accenting the third beat; but it 
didn't suit his mood, and he stopped it aWuptly in the middle of 
a chord. He hesitated another moment, then almost fiercely he 
launched into the Appassionata Sonata. He played it all the way 
through, wincing at the flat notes from the badly out of tune 
piano, and afterwards he felt better. Music had always been a 
kind of release for him. Old Hans Humboldt, who had eked out 
his exiled life in Natchez by giving lessons to the planters' daugh- 
ters, had taught Ross to play as a child, glorying in and wonder- 
ing at the boy's talent. Herr Humboldt had wanted to make a 
concert pianist out of him, but Ross had other ideas. His music 
was to be his Joy and his salvation’-*not his profession. 

And now, with the strong-,Beetboven music some of the tension 
and the anguish had gone out of him. So when he started to play 
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again, it was the Fantasie Impromptu he chose. The music soared 
up, lilting and ine despite, the inadequacy of this battered wreck 
of , a piano that had once stood in old Tom Pary's saloon. It was 
covered' with whiskey stains, and Bowie knife scars, and here and 
there a bullet had crashed through it; but Ross Paiy loved it, A 
new piano, of course— that would be one of the first thingSr But 
this old wreck would be preserved along with a sign that had stood 
above it: *‘Don*t shoot the piano player, He*s doing his best/*' , 
But they had shot him, Ross remembered. Accidentally of 
course, in , the midst of one of those endless fracases that so en- 
livened life under the Hill, And his father, in desperation, be- 
cause the fiatboatmen were forever demanding music, had called 
upon Ross to play. IJe had been then no more than seven or eight 
years old; but already he could play well by ear. His father kept 
him at it for more than a year, during which time old Hans Hum- 
boldt, seeking a moment's solace from the planter families whom 
he hated, had wandered down the Hill and into the saloon. It 
was then that Ross's musical education had begun. 

My music, and my life, he thought, because it had been the 
fat, slovenly Heidelberg graduate who had opened Ms eyes to 
what life could be, who had given him that thirst after knowledge 
that had carried him finally halfway across the world. And un- 
fitted me forever for the world I must live in, Ross added bitterly 
to himself. I should have learned to use my fist and a gun. That’s 
the kind of education that -counts here. And not only here* On 
the Hill, too. Only they do their brawling more politely up there, 
A slap in the face, and cards exchanged. Then pistols for two. But 
it ad^ up to the same thing. The victim's just as dead. 

His fingers lingered lovingly over the keys, the sweet, sighing 
music drifting until he became aware at , last that someone else 
was in the room, standing there listening with rapt attention. He 
turned on the stool and saw Jennie. 

**Oh no!” she breathed. '"Don't stop, Ross— it's beautifuL . . 
Ross looked at her a moment, seeing the soft, light-brown curls 
gathered in bunches back of her ears, and the blue eyes that were 
always filled with so much light and intelligence and spirit that 
they completely dominated her face; then he turned back to the 
piano and played the Fantasie through again, adding a little ex- 
tra fiourish. 
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I-Ie turned back to ' her, smiling, though it hurt his face to smile. 

: iiew, asked. "I never heard you play that 

before. Who' wrote it?'" , 

man named Chopin. A very great composer. One of the 
greatest, I think. I used to hear him often in Paris. But, as; he'; 
only died last year, well have' to wait a hundred years before' the 
world decides that he was as great as I think he is,” 

‘'That isn't fair,” Jennie said gravely. 

The hurt, brooding look returned to Ross’s eyes, 

''What is fair, in this world, Jen?” he demanded. 

“Nothing, 1 suppose. I was tliinking about you this morning. 
It’s a crying shame that you have to live down here with all these 
roughnecks. A real gentleman like you. You ought to live on the 
Hill — not under it.” 

Ross’s mouth tightened into a determined line. 

‘Tm going to live up there,” he said. “And sooner than you 
think. Only,” and he looked at Jennie with his heart in his eyes, 
“what good is it— now?” 

Jennie’s face softened with pity. 

‘Tm Sony, Ross,” she said. “Sometimes I wish it were— differ- 
ent. But maybe it’s good that it isn’t. You really aren’t my sort, 
Ross. When you go up in life, a woman like me would only be 
a millstone around your neck. You’re much too fine for me. I’m 
just a plain girl, suited for a plain man — ^like Tom.” 

“Like Tom,” Ross echoed bitterly. “You know, Jen — ^I’ve come 
close to hating Tom at times. Everything I’ve ever wanted, he got. 
Without half trying, without even wanting them very badly. . . 

“You,” Jennie pointed out, “have your music and your educa- 
tion and your beautiful manners.” . 

“Yes,” Ross said; “but only because Tom didn’t want them. 
Don’t get me wrong, Jen; I’m not- complaining of Tom. A man 
couldn’t ask for a better brother. It’s just that he’s a little too 
much for me. I get along very well until people meet him. Then 
they forget me. I don’t .'blame them— Tom is really something.” 

“They won’t forget you now,” Jennie said, “You’re something, 
too, now — something special. We’ve got enough men in Natchez 
' with big fists and copper-lined 'bellies. Reckon we could use a few 
men of refinement and taste.. We won’t always be uncivilized.” 

Ross got up from the piano.. ' 


. /TouVe right, :'|ea/V:h^^ moving in his voice. 

**The town's changing* Right now it has some ol the finest houses 
in the South, . finer, even than the Delta planters' homes. And it's 
going to have more. I'm going to build them!" 

' :*‘You love houses, don't you?" Jennie observed. 

■'Yes. Come here, Jen— I want to show you S0methmg;^ He 
put his hand atop the piano and brought down two large rolls of 
paper.. Carefully „he unrolled the first of them., and Jennie. drew 
in her.'breatli sharply. It was a pencil sketch of a house — house 
of breathtaking m.agnificence. It towered up amid moss-draped 
oaks, . slim-columned and tall, with great galleries sweeping all 
around it on two levels, and on its top a little balustrade-enclosed 
■platfonn commanded a view, of the river. At the bottom of the 
sketch, Ross had written the single word, Finiterre. 

'This," he said, "is the Brittanys' house. It's going to .stand, on 
■a bluff in their north section, overlooking the river — far away 
from everything. That's why I called it Finiterre." 

"Finiterre?" Jennie echoed blankly. 

"It means Land’s End. Do you like it, Jennie?" 

"It— it's overpowering," Jennie said. "I would like very much 
to see it when it’s done; but I don't think Fci like to live in a 
house like that." 

"Nor would I. That's why I drew this one." 

He un.roIied the other sketch. It showed a simple Greek tem- 
ple, almost severe .in its plainness, but having such singing har- 
mony of line, that Jennie could not tear her gasie away from it. 
The scroll-like ironwork .had been .reduced, to a minimum; simple 
Doric columns held up the ga.llery, .instead of the vine-leaf-in- 
crusted ornamentation of the Corinthian, columns he had drawn 
for Finiterre. Instead of the two. massive galleries, one above the 
other so usual in the typical Greek Revival house, it had only 
the lower one, and the columns soared up unbroken to support 
the roof, which added immensely, to their sweeping look of height. 
Above the single gallery, however,..there was a tiny balcony, open- 
ing from an immense, fan-lighted window on the second story. 
It was sheltered by the same, roof that covered the gallery far 
below, and its ironwork balustrade was as delicate and fine as old 
lace. Jennie's gaze crept down the paper until she came to the 
name he had given it 
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^ **Moonrise/* she:m “That's lovely. But why Moonrise, 

Ross?'' 

■ “There's a place out on the old Merrill Plantation wheie you 
can see the moon come up. It looks like it' rises out of theTiver. 
I'm going to build this house there, Jen— as soon as I get the 
money. The Merrills are all -dead or movedaway, and the land 
has reverted to' the county.'! can buy it for a song.' And every 
night I'll stand on the balcony and watch the moon silver the 
water. There'll be 'white roses planted all around the gallery- 
nothing but white ones, Jen- — so that when the moonlight touches 
them, . they'll blaze like silver, and the moss in the trees /will be 
silver, too— out there in the stillness." He looked at her, his pale 
face working. . 

“Only," he said softly, “I had always dreamed of standing there 
—with you." ' 

“Ross, please!" Jennie said. “I don’t think you're being very 
fair to Tom — or to me. Be good, won't you?" 

“All right/' Ross said quietly. “But Moonrise is going to be a 
legend one of these days. They'll point it out to strangers and 
they’ll say: ‘This is the house that Ross Pary built for the girl 
he couldn't have. And he lived in it until he died, and there was 
never a woman in it because of that.' ” 

“Now," Jennie said tartly, “you're being a fool." 

“That," Ross said, “is nothing new. When haven’t I been?" 

“Oh, you!" Jennie sighed. Then she changed the subject. “Tell 
me, Ross/' she said, “have the Brittanys approved of your plan?" 

“They haven’t seen it." 

“They haven't seen it? Why, Ross? This is your big chance. You 
were supposed to go up to Buena Vista day before yesterday, 

and . . ' 

“I know. But I could hardly go up there looking like this, Jen. 
I sent Simon up with a note expressing my regrets, and asking a 
postponement. Lance Brittany wrote back telling me to come 
when I can. It appears his wife is pressing him to build the 
house. She doesn't like Buena Vista."- 

“And I don't like her," Jennie said. 

“Nobody asked you to," 'the cool, amused voice came from the 
doorway, “Besides, you're only a woman, and Fve never cared 
whether women liked me or.- not."/ ^ 


They turned, both of them at the same instant, and stared at 
Morgan. She was wearing a black riding habit that Ross recog- 
nized instantly as a Paris creation. It was fitted very closely about 
her .exquisite 'figure from, the waist to the shoulders, but below 
the waist it fl,ared out into an enormous bell shape over fine wire 
hoops. Her collar and undersleeves were of the finest white Bei- 
■ gian iace, and her ou'termost petticoat, part of which plainly 
showed, because she had the tail of her riding skirt looped over 
her left am in the approved French fashion to keep it out of 
way while, riding, was white .muslin with iace inserts and tucks. 
She wore the sauciest little black velvet hat in the world atoj) 
the high piled mass of her midnight hair; though, after a mo- 
ment, Jennie saw that only the crown was velvet, the brim being 
of yellow straw, matching exactly the shade of her kid gloves. 
There was a jaunty ostrich-tip plume stuck in its band, and from 
the front of the brim a mauve veil trailed down, or would have, 
if Morgan had not that mome-nt tossed it back to reveal her per^ 
feet, beautifully wicked little face. 

**Do you,’* Jennie raged, ''usually walk into people’s houses 
without knocking?” 

Morgan smiled at her. It was, Ross decided, tiie most enticing, 
and at the same time absolutely the- cruelest smile in the world. 

"This is a house?” she drawled, “Forgive me, i didn't know. ...” 

“Why, you , . . you . . Jennie gasped. There must be a word 
for Morgan, But Jennie didn't know it. Old Peter Dalton had 
reared her much too strictly for her to know such words. 

Morgan laughed easily. It^ was pure, rippling laiighier~as dcrar 
and as musical as spring water, Issuing from those lips, if w’as 
doubly startling. 

“Now really, my dear,” she said,;, “you don't mean to tell me that 
a girl from under the Hill doesn’t- know the words?” 

“No,” Jennie said, “I don't But right now I sure Lord widt 

.'Ldidr . . . 

“FII come around sometime and teach you," Morgan said, 
“when I have nothing more interesting to do. But right now I 
have something more interesting — ^much more interesting. I.eavc 
us, won’t you? I want to talk to Ross.” 

“I will not!” Jennie spat. , 

“Possessive little thing, aren't you?” Morgan said. Then she 
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smiled up at Ross, so that the waves of color mounted in his 
face and all his flesh tingled. 

“Ross,’' she murmured, “tell her to go, won’t you? I'd really 
much rather talk to you alone.” 

/, Ross stiffened. 

“Sorry, ma’am,” he said quietly; “but 1 couldn’t do that. After 
ail, she has as much right here as you do.” 

“That’s right, isn’t it?” Morgan smiled. “Neither of lis has any 
right to be here alone and unchaperoned in a man’s room. Per- 
haps I interrupted something. Do forgive me, my dear, ifl did. I 
do so love romances — especially clandestine ones.” 

“Oh!” Jennie gasped. “How perfectly disgusting! What kind of 
a woman are you anyhow?” 

“A rather complete one, I’ve been told,” Morgan drawled. ‘^Oh 
dear, how tiresome! Ross, darling, why didn’t you come to see 
me as you promised?” 

That word “darling” was a little too much for Jennie. She 
clapped both her hands to her face, and turning, fled the house. 
Morgan threw back her head and laughed merrily. 

“I knew that would get her,” she said. “Now she probably 
thinks we’re having an affair.” She stopped suddenly, looking at 
Ross with pure deviltry in her black eyes. “You know,” and her 
voice dropped down to a husky whisper, “that wouldn’t be a half 
bad idea at all, come to think of it. . . 

“Good God!” Ross said. 

“I shocked you,” Morgan sighed. The sigh, Ross knew, was as 
false as her laughter. “I’m sorry. It was wicked of me. But I do so 
like to shock people. Tell me, Ross — ^why didn’t you come?” 

“It’s obvious, I think,” Ross said icily. “I was in no condition 
to. You saw what happened to me. In fact, you seemed to be en- 
joying it.” ' 

“I was,” Morgan said. “There’s nothing better than a good 
fight between a score of primitive brutes. But,” she mocked him, 
“you aren’t a brute, are you? You certainly acquitted yourself 
rather poorly in that affair.” 

“There are other ways,” Ross said, “of making one’s mark in the 
world besides beating out a man’s brains.” 

“True,” Morgan sighed. “It’s a pity, though — isn't it? Right 
now, I can’t think of any half as interesting.” 
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‘Tou axe a savag snapped, '^aren't your : : . 

^Tes/* Morgan said, the deviltry back 'in her eyes. She^ walked 
over to where he was, standing so close to Mm that he could smell 
the rich, heady perfume in her hair. ‘Tes,” she whispered, am. 
Want to find out just how savage, Ross?'' , 
forbid!" Ross said. 

: "Still," Morgan mused, *‘it might be fun, at that You might 
even have a little blood in your veins. . * 

"And what," Ross said harshly, thoroughly angry- now, "do you 
think I have?" 

"Ice water," Morgan said, "and lamb's milk. What else?" 

Ross took a half step forward, and caught her by both her 
arms; but before he had even reached her, Morgan's head went 
back a little, her black eyes closing, and Ross could see her warm 
red mouth softening and parting inches below Ms own. 

He stopped dead. Then abruptly he released her and stepped 
back again. 

"Oh, damn!" Morgan said. 

"What's wrong?" Ross said, 

"You. That was your cue to crush me in your arms, and prove 
to me that your blood beats warm as any other man's. Don't you 
ever take a hint?" 

"Rarely," Ross said drily. “Still, if you want to be kissed, I 
reckon it’s kind of ungentlemanly of me not to oblige. . . 

He put out Ms arms and drew her to Mm. Then he kissed her 
a long, long time and very thoroughly. When at last he drew 
away his face, Morgan's long, black lashes fluttered open Very 
slowly, and in her eyes was the dawning of a new respect. 

"Did they teach you,” she said huskily, "to kiss like that— in 
France?" 

"No," Ross smiled, "in Spain. The climate's warmer there— 
and so are the girls. I went for a month's vacation, and stayed a 
year. Someday I'm going back.” 

"Hang Spain!" Morgan said fiercely. "You’re wasting time, 
Ross. I really don't have very much longer." 

Ross stared at her in astonishment. 

"You mean you want me to go on kissing you?" he demanded. 

"Well," she said, her black eyes dancing with mischief, "you 
can start from there. Something, might come to you. You might 
get an interesting idea, though at the moment I doubt it." 
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Ross put Ms arms about her and stood there looking at her as 
though considering the matter. 

“You 'are still wasting time, darling,” Morgan said softly. 

Ross kissed her then, hotly, angrily, trying to hurt her; but 
she clung to him, shivering as though she were cold, caressing 
his mouth with her own with wonderful expertness, going up on 
tiptoe, and clinging, digging her finger tips into the soft silk of 
his robe, and at last, opening her mouth a little upon his, so that 
he was reminded of the odor of the figs of Valencia, hot under the 
Spanish sun, and the roaring of his own blood in his ears was like 
the noise of the crowds in the Plaza of bulls on a Sunday after- 
noon. 

“Mighty pretty]” Tom Pary said. “Yessir, mighty pretty! Con- 
grats, Ross — didn’t know you had it in you.” 

Morgan wMrled away from him and faced Tom. The motion 
was beautifully and superbly feline — all catlike grace. Then 
slowly, with deliberation, she smiled up at Tom. 

“The other Mister Pary,” she said. “The big Mister Pary. The 
big, beautiful Mister Pary, who can kill a man with his fists.” 

Tom put up his hand and pushed a lock of Ms dark, deep- 
curling hair out of his face. Then he grinned at her. 

“You sure lay it on thick, ma’am. No wonder you had Ross 
going.” 

“I came to see your brother,” Morgan said easily, “on business.” 

“That,” Ross said miserably, “is the truth. Look, Tom, I — ” 

“No explanations, boy,” Tom said gruffly. “You don’t need to 
explain a thing like this to me. There’s only one thing Fd like to 
ask the lady, though. Pardon me, ma’am — I don’t mean no of- 
fense; but just where is your husband right now?” 

“Over in Louisiana, looking over Ms plantation,” Morgan said. 
“Do you think I’d be here if he weren’t?” 

“I don’t know,” Tom said honestly. “ ’Pears to me there ain’t 
much you wouldn’t do. And I hope that business of yours with 
my brother is finished, ’cause, even though it don’t sound right 
polite, I reckon I’m going to have to ask you to leave.” 

“Why?” Morgan said. 

“Your husband is a big man in these parts, ma’am. Also he’s 
got a reputation for a bad temper and the marksmanship to back 
it up. Ross, here, is a good boy. He ain’t used to such things.” 

“And you are used to them, Tom?” 
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“Considerable. But I don’t hold with killing if I can avoid it. 
Look, ma’am, let's face it: we ain’t quality, we Parys. But we’re 
going up. Ross, now, I expect to see him master of a pl&ntation 
before the year is out. Don’t reckon we can afiord a scandal right 
now. So leave Ross alone, won’t you?” 

“Yes,” Morgan said quietly, “I’ll leave him alone. But on one 
condition.../’ 

Tom stared at her, his big, ruggedly handsome face frowning 
and puzzled, 

**Aiid what might that be, ma’am?” he asked. 

“That you ride home with me. It will be dark in a little while, 
and I don’t like riding alone/’ 

Tom shot a glance at his brother. 

“All right,” Ross said miserably, “ride her home, Tom.” 

“Thank you,” Morgan said. Then she turned once more to 
Ross. “Show me that drawing that girl was looking at when I 
came in,” she said. “The one of the house you’re going to build 
for me,” 

Silently Ross unrolled the sketch of Finiterre. Morgan studied 
it, her eyes widening as they took in the details of its splendor. 

“Yes,” she said; “yes, yesl You’ll build it all right. This is the 
house for me. Oh, you’ll build it — ^I’ll see to that!” She snatched 
up the drawing, then very slowly she put it down again. 

“No,” she said, half to herself, “that wouldn’t be wise, would 
it. You come tomorrow, and show it to my husband yourself. 
He’ll be back early tomorrow morning. ’Bye, Ross,” Then turn- 
ing, she put her small hand through the crook of Tom’s arm. 

“Come on/’ she said, “Big Tom. Big, handsome Tom, who 
looks like a pagan god, and preaches me sermons like a back- 
country Presbyterian divine. Come ride with me. It will be quite 
a ride, I promise you.” 

After they had gone, Ross slumped down before the piano, but 
for the life of him he could not play. He sat there a long time 
without moving, without even dar‘ng to think, until his sister 
Annis came in and put her soft hands on his shoulders. 

“Ross,” she said gently, “what’s the matter. Jennie told me that 
woman was here. Did she . . . ?” 

“Did she what?” Ross said curtly, 

“Hurt your feelings, Jennie said she was awfully rude.” 



Ross stared at his sister, seeing her pale blonde, bine-eyed, won- 
derfully like himself, except that in Annis even his refinement of 
feature had been exceeded, had been softened into real beauty, 

“No,” he said shortly, “she didn’t offend me, Annis. She merely 
came on business, Fm to build her house.” 

“Oh, Ross,” Annis said, “how nice!” 

“Yes,” Ross said wearily, “it is, isn’t it?” He got up stiffly from 
where he sat. “Excuse me, Sis,” he said; “but I think Fd better 
lie down — I’m very tired,” 

“Here,” Annis said, “let me fix your bed.” She busied herself 
smoothing back the covers, and pounding the pillows into plump- 
ness; then she kissed her brother gently and left the room. 

Ross drew off the robe and stretched himself out on the bed. 
He lay there a long time, and finally, though he had not thought 
it possible, he slept. He woke up hours later in the darkness, filled 
with an aching, terrible sense of loss. Groping on the night table 
beside his bed he found the sulphur matches and lit the lamp. 
Then he looked at the big clock on the mantel. It was four o’clock 
in the morning. Somewhere, far off and sad, a dog howled, just 
once and was still. In the oak grove on the top of the bluff the 
whippoorwills were crying. Slowly, inch by inch, entirely against 
his will, Ross Pary turned his bruised body over and looked 
toward his brother’s bed. 

It lay there in the light of the lamp, white and unrumpled, 
just as Annis had made it. Tom Pary had not come home. 




Chapter 3 


Ross GAME out of the county land office, and stood on the walk 
blinking up at the sunlight that was shredding itself through the 
festoons of Spanish moss on the oaks. The street was very quiet, 
so that he could hear his own heartbeats. I’m a landowner, he told 
himself in quiet astonishment. I own a plantation. 

But just shaping the words in the darkness of his mind, did 
not help much. It was too immense a thing to be grasped so 
easily. He started toward his mare, standing so quietly at the 
hitching rail before the office. He’d have to ride out to his new 
place. He’d have to see the land, let the rich black earth run 
through his fingers, before he could believe it was his. 

His. Two hundred and fifty acres of rich cotton lands, bought 
for a song, all because of people’s superstitions. Ross knew the 
history of the Merrill place. Yellow fever had swept off the entire 
Merrill family, except Mrs. Merrill, in one night and afterwards 
she had gone mad of grief and loneliness. Then the house itself 
had burned — a fire set, most people believed, by the madwoman 
herself. And Mrs. Merrill had died in the flames. 

The Merrills had been a tragic folk, granted. Young Roger had 
died in Mexico in the War; and Sophie had run off with a Yankee 
overseer, who left her destitute with three small children in an 
Ohio town. She had come back at last with her brood, just in 
time for them all to get Yellow Jack and die with the rest of the 
Merrills. ' 

Still, what had that to do with him? What fault was that of the 
rich, gently rolling lands? Yet the county clerk had looked at him 
as though he was out of his mind when he expressed his intention 
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o^ed .he .and he.oe. the 

Merrills had had hard i am out of my mind; 

Maybe he was ng . savings. 

r Tdon't^venl^t he money to buy Negroes let alone build 

r^ouse. rm a fool, all 

wouldn’t have made any difference, ana 1 

■ 1 the answer to that one. Morgan. He’d never be 
bfet C he-X drawl: “This is a houser Well, there 

i^heTLuse now-and such a house that even she would 
would be a ho contemptuous re- 

have to respect. j 

^"tifbutTha;^^^^^^ Actually the lovely 

G^t Svfl mamlon, tta. Vanke., believed typical of the 
Greek l^^viva extremely rare. 

?he JnSan. .»gar plaLt. had a le«, and the cotton plantett 
The Louisiana s J , section a few more. There were 

fthet' sXreTthroughout the length and breadth of the South; 
hut Ross knew, even so there were not very many. How could 
to be when of the one and one quarter nidhon "I” P“P'' 
whTlived in the action, leas than two thousand owned more 

than one hundred slaves apiece? . . i 

The typical planter’s house was more like his own home, a low 
ralblinfstructure, one cut above a dogtrot cabin, with saddles 
and hmJesses piled »p on dte £r». porch 

of agriculture cluttering up the front yard. The average cotton 
planTer and often even the great landowners were rough and 
Ldy country squires, having neither the time nor the inclina- 
on to acquL anything like the culture that Ross himself pos- 
seed Evm their sons, from whom the older generanon de- 
manded a univernt, ednc.dom usually whiled a«y dreu dme 
at college with dog and horse races, gaming, wenching, and other 
such diversions, to return at last with a gentleman’s passing grade, 
and but litde more knowledge than they had possessed before 

Still, he had to show Morgan. Morgan^ and himself. A house 
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such as he had dreamed of building would erase the last of the 
scars that life under the Hill had left upon his much too sensitive 
soul. When he had at last become one of the planter gentry, he 
could Stand up tall and proud and look any man in the eye, his 
humble beginnings forgotten. 

Slowly, dreamily, he untied Nancy from the rail, and was on 
the point of putting one booted foot into the stirrup when he 
saw his brother coming toward him, Ross stopped still and waited. 

'“Jennie told me I’d find you up here,” Tom said sheepishly. 
‘“Look, Ross, it ain’t the way you think. I didn’t . . 

But Ross stopped him with a lifted hand. 

“No explanations, Tom,” he said quietly. “They aren’t neces- 
sary between us. You said that yourself, yesterday. I’m not going 
to quarrel with you — ^not over a woman like Morgan Brittany. I 
was making a fool of myself yesterday. Maybe you made a bigger 
fool of yourself last night. I don’t know, and I don’t even want 
to know. Appears to me the point for both of hs to remember is 
that that little witch can’t belong to either of us. And if she could, 
I think that the way for the one who lost to take it would be like 
a losing poker hand. So let’s forget Morgan, shall we?” 

“All right,” Tom said. “God, but she’s a funny kind of a girll” 

“Funny, how?” Ross said. 

Tom looked away from him off down the street, and his big 
face was frowning and puzzled. 

“She’s cold,” he said. “Never would think it to look at her, but 
my guess is she’s as cold as ice.” 

“Cold?” Ross snorted. “Her!” 

“Yes, her. That’s a mighty good act she pulls, playing up to a 
man thataway. But it’s just an act. When the chips are down, she 
freezes up quicker’n a wink. Now, you take last night. . . .” 

“No,” Ross said tartly; “I won’t take it, Tom. I don’t want any 
part of it.” 

“Sorry,” Tom said, tlien his crooked, engaging grin spread over 
his face. “Just kind of reckoned it would relieve your mind to 
know.' 

“Just what would I know, Tom,” Ross said evenly; “that she 
actually pushed you off, which is possible; or that you’re a gallant 
enough liar to say she did even if she didn’t, which is just as pos- 
sible? Let’s drop it, shall we?” 



“Kerplunkr^ Tom laughed. ‘‘There it lies-^Ieastways unless 

you want to pick it up.” 

“Let it lie,” Ross said. Then he looked up at his brother, and 
a slow smile lighted his thin face. “Well, Tom,”: he said; “Fve 
done it. Tve bought the Merrill place.” 

“Jehosiphatl” Tom bellowed and swinging down from his 
horse, seized his smaller younger brother in a bear hug so tight 
that Ross cried out with pain. 

“Gosh, I'm sorry!” he said at once. “I plumb forgot about your 
busted rib. Ross, this is great! When do we start in aplantin?” 

“We don't,” Ross said sadly; “not for a year or two at any 
rate. It took every red copper I had left to buy the land. And it 
takes more than land, Tom.” 

“Don't I know it,” Tom said, “That time I was overseer for the 
Quitmans, I used to lay out their money like water for supplies. 
And niggers are plumb downright dear these days. . . He 
looked at Ross, and a slow light began to dawn in his eyes. 

“Say, boy — ” he almost whispered, “how about letting me come 
in with you? Fve got a little over ten thousand dollars put away 
— ^we could buy quite a few niters with that, and enough sup- 
plies to work part of the place anyhow. ... I don't mean to push 
myself in on your idea, but seeing as how we've mostly always 
been together in everything . . 

“I was hoping you'd say that,” Ross said. 

“Were you, now?” Tom said wonderingly. “I never figured my- 
self in on this thing, 'cause I knew what it meant to you. You’ve 
got a hankering after high society and rich living, and I ain't — 
leaseways, not much. Having me around would be like having a 
boarhog in the parlor.” 

“Come along and root away,” Ross laughed. “Besides, youli 
change,” he added seriously. “In two years youli be smoking 
Cuban cigars with Governor Quitman up at Monmouth, and 
matching him yam for yam.” 

“Ain't he a great old boy, though!” Tom laughed. “You should 
have been here on inauguration day. Cannons abooming so'd you 
of thought a war was on, and wimmen all in white throwing 
flowers down in his path, and asinging ‘Hail to the Chief!' And 
him in his Mexican War-uniform, ariding on a milk white boss. I 
tell you, Ross, boy— -that was something. Sure is full of ole Nick, 
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ail right. Right now he’s fair set to get the country in a war with 
Spain over this Cuban business. Him and some greaser named 
L6pez is thick as thieves at a lawyer’s funeral. Hear tell they’re 
planning an expedition to set Cuba free.*’ 

"‘Cuba should be free,” Ross said; “but I sure don’t hold with 
him on this secession business. Appears to me he’s going a mite 
too far. I saw in the paper that those hotheads in South Carolina 
are toasting him as the coming President of ‘our Southern Re- 
public.’ He and Rhett are two of a kind. This Compromise that 
Henry Clay introduced in the Senate week before last is good 
enough for now. We got much the better of the bargain — a fugi- 
tive slave law that actually works, and at least an even chance 
that Utah and New Mexico will come in as slave states.” 

“But they got California,” Tom reminded him. 

“True enough; but how many of us give a fig about moving to 
California and taking our slaves? It’s so much talk, Tom — that’s 
all; and John Quitman’s been spoiling for a fight all his life. You 
know he organized that old Fencibles military company here. 
Even the Mexican War wasn’t enough for him, now he has to 
take Cuba — and not to set it free, either. As a new territory it 
could form five new slave states with ten new Senators — ^that’s 
what our Governor is aiming for. You’d never dream that he was 
a Yankee bred and born, would you?” 

“Turncoats always shout the loudest,” Tom said. “But, Ross, 
coming back to the subject of our new plantation, why don’t you 
speak to old Paw Dalton? He’s been piling up money since afore 
we was born, and all he can do with it is to leave it to Jennie, so 
it’s only going to be mine anyhow— though that ain’t why I’m 
marrying Jennie, as you well know. Maybe you can pry him loose 
from some of it— enough to build your house anyhow.” 

“Building a plantation house doesn’t cost anything,” Ross said. 
“Why right there on the place is timber enough to build it, and 
clay enough for all the bricks we’ll need. It’s furnishing it that 
costs, and buying Negroes who have some skill as carpenters and 
artisans. But I can’t approach old Peter. He’s done so much for 
us already. . . 

“Have it your own way,” Tom said. “Planning to ride out and 
look over the place?” 
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was,: but it’s too late now, 1 have to ride up,, to Buena Vista 
and talk business with the' Brittanys/’ 

.:,:: ‘*Well;that^s right on the way. Fli wait outside for .you. l ain’t 
got no hankering to get tangled up with that black-eyed little 
witch, again—’specially ' with that fire-eating husband o,f hers 
around/’ 

“All right,/’ Ross said; “but first I have to go.cliange my 
clothes/’ 

“What’s wrong with the duds you’ve got on now?” Tom asked 
wonderingiy, , 

“They’re not good enough,” Ross said. “1 don’t inte,nd being 
treated like a tradesman. I’ve got to make an impression some- 
how/’ 

“To heck with it, then,” Tom said cheerfully. “Ill ride out 
with you tomorrow instead. Tell you what — this afternoon III 
scout around and see if any likely niggers are going to be put up 
for sale tomorrow. That’ll be the first thing/’ 

“Good,” Ross said. “Going home now?” 

“Nope — not for a few minutes, anyhow. Got to buy a little 
present for Jennie. She’s right pert riled up at me. Seems that 
Annis told her I went riding with Morgan. Oh, well, shell get 
over it.” 

“I hope so,” Ross said. 

An hour later, he had just finished dressing, and was carefuily 
fitting his tall black hat at precisely the right angle upon his 
head when he heard a knocking on his door. He crossed the bed- 
room in two strides and opened it. Jennie stood there, her young 
face strained and sad. 

“Oh, Ross,” she said; “how fine you look! You ahvavs ' dress 
so well” . 

Ross glanced self-consciously at his clothing. He had put: on 
garments he had never worn before, a cloth brown cutaway, with 
a white waistcoat, pale gray trousers, with dark gray, black-piped 
braid down the sides/a spotted green cravat, tied in a loose, low- 
ing bow, yellow chamois gloves, and black^ Paris-made boots ' that 
glowed like polished ebony. He lifted his hand to take off his hat, 
but: Jennie stopped, him. 

“No, don’t,” she said. “It’s: on just .right/’ Shelooked' :at him a 
long moment and. .then,, added softly. “They ..mean, something to 



you“-doB't they? Your clothes I mean. They kind o£ make up for 
something, don't they, Ross?” 

“Yes,” Ross said harshly, “they help me forget I was born under 
the Hill” 

“I think,” Jennie said, “that where a man dies is more impor- 
tant than where he was bom. You won’t die under the Hill, Ross. 

I just saw Tom, and he told me you’ve bought your Moonrise. 
Maybe youli finish your life there — ^when you’re an old man, 
with your children and grandchildren around you. Or maybe not 
even there. In Jackson, perhaps — or even in Washington. It’s been 
done before.” 

“Thanks, Jen,” Ross said. 

“You’re going to see her, aren’t you? That woman I mean. 
Aren’t you, Ross?” 

“Yes,”" Ross said; “but only on business, Jen.” 

“I wish you didn’t have to have dealings with her. ’Cause she 
won’t let it stay like that. You’re very attractive, Ross; though I 
don’t think it would make much difference to her if you were old 
and crippled and ugly.” 

“JenI” Ross said. 

“It’s the tmth. You wear trousers. You’re a man. To women 
like her, any man will do — ^for a while. But it always has to be a 
new man — somebody else’s man. Her own doesn’t interest her.” 

“Don’t be bitter, Jennie,” Ross said. “I asked Tom to see her 
home last night.” 

“I know. And nothing happened between them. Not yet. But 
something will happen between her and Tom, and her and you, 
and between her and any other man whom she can get alone for 
five minutes. I hate her. She’s like one of those spiders who eats 
up her mates. . . 

“Rather a beautiful spider, don’t you think?” Ross teased. 

“Yes, Too beautiful. I can even see what a man sees when he 
looks at her. Skin as white as snow. Hair as black as night. And 
eyes blacker than that— as black as her evil heart.” 

“Now you are being bitter, Jen,” Ross said quietly. 

“I know. I can’t help it. I’m sick with jealousy. And with fear, 
too. I love Tom. I love you, too— in a different way — ^like a 
brother, really. And that kind of a woman destroys men. Oh~^ 
not literally She leaves them alive, after a fashion. They can walk 
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and breathe*; and about. ^But they' aren’t men any more. 

They’re— they’re things without souls.’* 

;/‘‘What a terrible thing to say.** 

*The truth is sometimes terrible,” Jennie murmured. ‘'But I 
won’t bother you any moi'e. Go on and see her. It*s your; big 
chance. Just try to keep out of her clutches. And, by the way, 
Father wants to see you. That*s why I came.** 

"Thanks, Jen/* Ross said; 'Tli run over right now.” 

Jennie waited until he picked up Ms riding crop, then the two 
of them crossed the little yard that separated the two houses. It 
had been a long time since Peter Dalton had been able to move 
about, and now the sight of him shocked Ross profoundly. 

The old man was dying. Death was there in his face, hovering 
just behind his wonderful old gray eyes, but they were not afraid. 

"How are you, sir?** Ross began uncertainly. 

"You don't need to ask that,” old Peter said "You've got eyes. 
You can see. I'm dying, lad. That's why I sent for you. I've been 
about this business of passing on to my reward for two years. 
It's getting tiresome.” 

"I think you’re wrong, sir,” Ross began with false cheerfulness; 
"you look a little tired, but hardly — ” 

"Poppycock!” Peter Dalton snorted. "I'm an old man. I’ve 
lived my life, and it's been a good one. I've come a long way, son, 
since I left the old country. And you’re going even further. You’re 
doing what Fve wanted to ever since I came to Mississippi. Only 
I never had the courage — or the good sense. You're a good boy, 
Ross; I'm proud of you.” 

"Thank you, sir.” Ross was deeply touched. 

"Don't thank me. Thank God. Thank Him you've got the 
brains and the courage and the ambition. But I didn't haul you 
over here to pass out compliments. I was going to leave all my 
worldly goods to Jennie, who's always been a good and dutiful 
daughter to me. But when Tom told us about your plantation, 
I got a better idea. I'm going to give you part of that money- 
right now.” 

"But, sir— ” Ross began, 

"Don't gainsay me, lad! If I leave it all to Jennie, it'll only 
pass into the hands of that worthless brother of yours. Oh, I know 
—Tom's a good , m boy. Only there's nothing; between his 

ears. He'll run through the money like a shot. I can't stop :J:eonie 
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from marrying him, since women, bless 'em, will have their way 
in such matters. And most of them will mistake brawn and good 
looks for character. Yep, Ross, Fm going to give you outright 
the sum of twenty-five thousand dollars — ^with a few strings at- 
tached to it. 

Ross waited. There was, at the moment,, not a thing he could 
think of to say. 

“The strings are very simple and they won't hurt you any. I 
want you to get that plantation going — right now, at once. And 
I want you to provide a place for Jennie and Tom to live on it. 
Youll have to put Tom to work. He knows considerable about 
planting, and nobody can deny he’s a good worker. That way, 
Jennie will always have a home, no matter how big a fool Tom 
makes of himself.” 

“Papal” Jennie began. 

“Hush, child. I know what Pm talking about. You see, Ross, 
Tm not being so generous after all. Jennie and Tom will get 
three times what I’m giving you. But I’ve got more faith in your 
good sense than in either of theirs. In a few years, you’re going 
to be rich. And in a few years they’re going to be down to their 
last copper, and are going to need you. Those are the strings. 
Want to take my offer under those conditions?” 

“Yes,” Ross said without hesitation. “That’s the only way I 
could take it, sir—with the idea that I was doing something for 
you in return. But Mr. Dalton, I ought to tell you that Tom’s 
decided to come in with me already, and what’s more, he’s put- 
ting ten thousand dollars into the plantation that he’s saved.” 

“Money that Jennie took away from him and saved for him,” 
Peter Dalton said dourly, “Blood’s thicker than water, but I 
know Tom. However, you don’t need to defend him, Ross. If I 
didn’t think he was a good enough sort, I’d send Jennie packing 
back to my brother in Scotland. He’s a good boy, brave as they 
come, and generous to a fault; it ain’t his fault that he was bom 
without brains.” 

“Oh, papa, hushl” Jennie said. 

**I’ve written out a draft on my account up at the bank. Here 
it is. Tomorrow you can go up and draw on it as much as you 
Beed— up to twenty-five thousand, of course. That ought to be 
enough to get you started.” 
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, '**More, tliaii enough, sir,'^■ Ross said. ^'You’re being wonder- 
.'fully kind.’' „ 

; ‘*rm being smart! From the moment you came to me with your 
paw's money to buy into the mill, I knew you were ' a good one. 
First year you were with me, you got me twice' as much business 
as Td ever had before. Another thing— you know that building 
I own near the corner of Main and Canal Streets? Funny thing/' 
the' old man mused, gazing away from Ross out the window; “I 
own so much property up on the Hill, and Fye never tried to live 
there — never dared. . . 

*‘Yes, Mister Dalton,” Ross said; '1 know the place.” 

“Open yourself an office in that building. Put up some eleva- 
tion sketches in the windows. With your ideas, and your touch 
with the pencil, you'll make half the people in Natchez dissatis- 
fied with the houses they now have.” 

“Really, sir,” Ross began; “you're being much too kind. I 
couldn't — ” 

“Don't be finicky, lad. You can pay me rent if it’ii make you 
feel any better. Now get out of here, boy — time's awastingl” 

Riding up Silver Street toward the Hill, Ross Pary was troubled. 
It had all been much too easy. He had his plantation, and 
money to build his house, and buy his slaves and put in his first 
crop. On top of that he was making a fair start in his chosen pro- 
fession. The years of struggle and privation were behind him; 
but not so far behind that he did not remember them. He had had 
to labor and fight, and go without sleep, and often without food 
as a youth to put himself through the academy, with occasional, 
haphazard, and always grudging aid from his father, and cheer- 
ful, generous, but deuced infrequent aid from Tom, All that was 
behind him now, that and the years that he had worked after 
his father had died, and left him and Tom, amazingly, five thou- 
sand dollars apiece. Buying in with old Peter Dalton had been a 
logical' step, .Besides his own family, the Daltons , had been just 
about the only decent family under the Hill, all the rest being, 
individually and collectively, thieves, footpads, drunkards, and 
prostitutes. 

But now, after all the labor- and preparation, to have the doors 
swing wide just when he was girding up his loins to mount furious 
assault upon the citadel of his dreams, was, to say the least, dis- 
eoncerting. ' Things that came too easily went just as easily, or. 
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tirnied ashes and dmt in a man's open' hand. Even at twenty-eighty 
Ross 'Pary knew ^ that The life he had lived had made him wise 
beyond his years'. 

Riding through Natchez, his eye %vas caught by a series of plac- 
ards. Free Cuba!" they shouted. ‘'Down with the Tyrant, 
Spain! Monster Mass Meeting on the^ Esplanade tonight! Come 
hear our Honorable Governor, John A. Quitman, speak on' this 
timely subject! Hear the sorrows of the Cuban people from the 
lips of General Narciso L6pez, and his valiant aid, the Sefior 
Eduardo Izquierdol Our destiny lies to the South— Come strike a 
blow in behalf of our friends!" 

Reading them, Ross frowned. This Cuban business was really 
getting bad. There was no doubt that the Cuba of 1850 was one 
gigantic prison camp in which the Spaniards practiced hideous 
cruelties. But, even if this filibustering expedition of Ldpez' suc- 
ceeded, how much freedom would the Cubans gain thereby? Quit- 
man, Mississippi’s New York born Governor, was a fire-eater, an 
imperialist, and a believer in the doctrine of America’s “manifest 
destiny." 

No, not America’s, Ross corrected himself, the South’s manifest 
destiny, which to John Quitman meant more land into which to 
expand the South’s “peculiar institution." Was this man L6pez 
a fool? Couldn’t he see that by enlisting the aid of the most out- 
spoken pro-slavery advocate in the land next to Robert Barnwell 
Rhett of South Carolina, he would only end by changing masters 
lor the mass of the Cuban people? Or was Ldpez really interested 
in freedom? Men stung with the subtle poison of lust for power 
sometimes embrace the most unlikely causes. . . . 

He shook his head and rode on. As soon as Buena Vista came in 
sight, he realized why Lance Brittany wanted a new. house. Buena 
Vista was a good house, a good, solid, old-fashioned house, of the 
type in which more than any other, the vast majority of the 
planters lived. It was one and a half stories high, with dormer 
windows projecting from the peaked roof, and slim, cypress col- 
umns, no bigger around than the masts of a small schooner, 
supporting the roof of the gallery. It sprawled low and wide over 
the landscape, having many rooms and an air of serene comfort; 
but it lacked the white magnificence of the Greek Revival houses 
'that since^' the eighteen thirties had excited' the imagination of 'the 



wealthier planters. These tall, gracefully-eolunmed houses were 
already becoming a symbol, and like most of the South's symbols 
they represented something that existed only for the tiniest of 
minorities., , 

Practically everything the Northerners believe about us isn't so, 
Ross reflected; and nine-tenths of what we believe about our- 
, selves. ..... 

He had been nettled during his brief stopover in New York on 
his way home to find out that the Yankees believed that all South- 
erners were rich, lived in white-porticoed mansions and owned 
slaves. He had listened to their almost pointless abolitionist cant 
until he had been angered enough to look up the figures. Three 
hundred and forty-seven thousand slave-owning families out of 
one and one quarter million white families in the South. Out of 
every twelve Southerners, nine owned no slaves at all. And of the 
slave owners, five-sevenths owned less than ten Negroes each, most 
of them like Tom and himself having only one. There were eight 
thousand planters who owned fifty or more hands, and only eight- 
een hundred who had more than one hundred — eighteen hunchred 
out of more than a million Southerners. Certainly the South's 
“peculiar institution" was peculiar to damned few people! 

He dismounted and passed Nancy's reins over to the little 
Negro boy who seemed to appear out of thin air, and climbed the 
three low steps to the gallery. At once the doors swung open as 
the Negro butler bowed him into the hall. After a minute, he saw 
Morgan coming toward him, one hand cordially outstretched, and 
again it was necessary for his mind to correct his heart's impres- 
sion that she was the most beautiful woman he had ever known. 
Seeing her there, smiling, radiant, her cheeks flushed with color, 
her warm, inviting lips parted a little in a slow smile, he recalled 
once more his brother's words: “She's cold. When the chips are 
down, she freezes up like ice.” Coldl Ross thought, Tom must 
be madi 

“So you finally came,” Morgan laughed. “Oh, Ross, I'm so gladi 
I was beginning to despair. And you brought the sketch. Marvel- 
ous! Come on, Lance is in his study. Now all we've got to do is 
convince him that this is the house.” 

“We'll convince him,” Ross said, with a conviction he was far 
from feeling. 

Morgan caught his hand and led him almost at a run toward 
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the door of the study. She^s so gay, Ross thought. How could any 
one believe that she’s evil? Of course, she lias a wild, wicked way 
of talking; but it’s mostly a game to her, I reckon. 

Morgan knocked on the door hard and threw it open almost 
before Lance’s rumbling bass had called, *‘Come in.” 

Lance Brittany got up from behind his desk where he had been 
busy totaling accounts. He was, Ross saw at once, In good humor. 
The results of his arithmetic had made him so. 

“Pary,” he said. “Glad to see you. You brought your sketch, eh? 
Weil, then let’s have a look at it.” 

Wordlessly Ross unrolled the sketch on the desk top in front of 
Lance. The planter studied it with minute care. His face was still 
and carefully controlled, but Ross could see the glow brightening 
in his dark eyes. Finally he straightened up. 

“All right, Pary,” he said gruffly; “you’ve got yourself a job.” 

“You darlingl” Morgan cried and throwing both arms about his 
neck, kissed him, hard. 

“What was that for?” Lance asked in mock severity; “because 
you’re pleased with the idea of the house, or because Mister Pary 
is a pleasant young man?” 

“Both,” Morgan said merrily. “Oh, Lance — it’s finer than 
D’Evereux or Monmouthl” 

But Lance was studying the sketch once more, 

“Finiterre,” he muttered. “So you’ve even named it for me, 
Pary. But why Finiterre?” 

“There’s a high bluff on your land, Mr. Brittany, near the 
boundary between it and the old Merrill place. The view from 
there is beyond comparison: the river far below, and the sw^eep of 
land stretching out for miles on the other three sides — ^why I can 
almost see now how it’ll look from your captain’s walk, . . 

Lance stared at him speculatively. 

“You’ve got a persuasive tongue in your head, Pary,” he said. 
“Y’ou have a horse with you, haven’t you?” 

“Yes,” Ross said. “You want me to show you the spot?” 

“Naturally. I’ll admit I hadn’t made up my mind just where I 
wanted the house built; but 111 have to see this location before 
I’ll know whether it suits me.” ' ■ . 

“I’m coming too!” Morgan said, clapping her small hands glee- 
fully; like, a-child.;': , 

/ “All right,” Lance said; “but don’t be long in changing. , 
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After Morgan had gone up to her room, Lance sauntered over 
to the bell cord and gave it a pull. 

“Well/' he said, “what will it be, Pary? Port, sherry, Madeira— 
or just plain bourbon?" 

“Bourbon is rich enough for my taste," Ross said easily. So the 
great Lance Brittany begins to . thaw, he thought Wonder how 
hell take; the news that we're going to be neighbors? 

- Lance gave the order to the Negro' who came in answer to the 
bell and turned back to Ross. 

“Finiterre," he said. “Land's End, eh? Way and begone out on 
the end of nowhere. Damn my soul, Pary, if I don’t like the ideal 
Adds a little mystery to the thing. The big house sitting out there 
under the trees, with just a touch of aloofness about it. . . 

He picked' up the decanter of bourbon from the tray the Negro 
had brought, and poured two brimming glasses with a steady 
hand. 

' “ToTiniterre," he said. , 

“To Finiterre," Ross murmured, “and may those that dwell 
therein know only happiness." 

“Thank . you, Pary," Lance Brittany said, and drained his glass. 
He stood there, holding it in his big hand, and stared at Ross with 
frank curiosity, , 

“You may come from under the Hill," he said at last; “but 111 
lay odds that you'll never end up there." 

“I don’t intend to," Ross said. 

Riding out to Finiterre, for to Ross at least, the place already 
had that name, none of them said much. They were each of them 
lost in his or her private world, through which the slow clopping 
of the horse’s hoofs came but dimly. Once or twice Ross was aware 
that Morgan was looking at him. She had dropped a little behind 
the two men, and her gaze was upon him steadily for whole min- 
utes at a time. He had the warming impression that it was not 
lacking in interest. Interest and something more. Yet Tom had 
said that she was cold. Could it not be, Ross thought, with the 
natural egotism that has always been the downfall of the male 
of the species, that Tom's dumsiness and lack of finesse were re- 
sponsible for the “freezing up"? Casting a quick backward glance 
over his shoulder at the evening sunlight pouring illumination 
into that exquisite, heart-shaped face under the intense blackness 
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of her hair, Ross Pary was sure of it. Had I been presented ' with 
such an opportunity, he thought, Fd have made much ' better 
use' of it. . . . , . 

They came at last to the high bluff and sat upon their mounts 
gazing silently out over the river. Far away and dim the Louisiana 
bank lay green and gold in the waning sun, and below them the 
great river flowed quietly, muddy golden in the sunlight, and blue 
silver in the shadows. The bluff on which they were was crowned 
with ancient, towering oaks, all richly festooned with hanging 
moss. A little breeze stirred the delicate, feathery mass, and when 
the sunlight caught in it, it blazed. 

‘*Oh yes, Lancel'' Morgan said eagerly. ®'Yes, yes, yes!'" 

“Finiterre,” Lance growled, “Land's end. Damn my soul, Pary 
— you're right I" 

“Thank you, sir," Ross said. 

“When can you begin?" Lance demanded. 

“Whenever you're ready, sir. Of course it seems a shame to have 
to buy timber when your place is so heavily wooded. But it would 
take better than two years to season the lumber properly, and 
you'd need brick. ..." 

Lance grinned at him, triumphantly. 

“Come tvith me," he said. 

They rode down the bluff and back down the road for a dis- 
tance of two miles. Then Lance turned his horse off the road into 
a smaller wagon trail. It came out on a clearing, and Lance 
pointed with his crop. In the middle of the clearing stood a mag- 
nificent kiln, capable of burning enough brick for ten houses. 

“I've been planning to build for some time, Pary," Lance said. 
“Now take a look at the trees around this clearing." 

Ross looked and saw to his astonishment that they were all 
bare and dead, though beyond them the woodland was green 
with spring. Riding closer, he saw the reason. The giant, perfect 
oaks, and lower down in the marshy places, the hoary gray 
cypresses, had all been ringed with a deep cut, some years before, 
killing them, and allowing them to season where they stood. 

He came back to where the Brittanys waited and made Lance a 
ilttie'bow.,:"'/. 

; “ItV going^ to pleasure to work for a', man with such iore- 
: sight," he ' said. Then he;sat there on his mare staring at the kiln. 
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“What’s the matter?’’ Morgan asked, '‘is anything wrong?” 

“No,” Ross said slowly; then he turned once more to Lance. “1 
wonder if I could presume upon your generosity, sir,” he said. 
'I’m going to need brick for my own place. Could I send my 
people over with a few wagon loads of clay to bum brick in your 
kiln?' It would save me months, and Fd' be mightily indebted to 
you, sir.” 

“Your own place?” Lance boomed. “What the devil do you 
mean, Pary?” 

“The old Merrill place,” Ross said evenly. “Fm going to be a 
neighbor of yours. I — bought it this morning.” 

“Well Fil be damnedi” Lance said helplessly. “You’re the first 
man I’ve ever met that I couldn’t figure. So you’re going to be a 
planter, eh?”, 

“Yes,” Ross said, “on a small scale.” 

“Two hundred and fifty acres isn’t a small scale,” Lance said 
gruffly. Then suddenly, surprisingly, he put out his big hand. 
“Congratulations, Pary!” he said. “Damned if you aren’t the 
right sortl”' 

“Thank you, sir,” Ross said. 

“Oh, Ross, how perfectly marvelous!” Morgan said. “We 
couldn’t ask for a nicer neighbor — could we, dear?” 

“Reckon we couldn’t,” Lance said. “It’s a great thing you've 
done, boy. People have been calling us Southerners autocratic and 
despotic for years. Now you’re going to find out we aren’t. We 
aren’t even aristocratic in the- hereditary sense. We took a bunch 
of French pirates, the Surgets, and established one of our greatest' 
lines; we let a dry goods clerk like David Hunt become one of 
our largest landowners. And we took a Yankee ex-schoolteacher 
turned lawyer like John Quitman, and made him Governor of 
the State. But I don’t know anybody who’s ever climbed the Hill, 
before. There were two families, the Littles and the Lows, who did 
it once, but neither of them left descendants. That’s going to 
make it harder for you. It’s easy to forget a man’s origins when 
you don’t know them any too well. Lots of people are going to 
call you an upstart, Ross; but, hell, boy, you’ve got a better educa- 
tion and better manners than any of them. It’s my guess that 
you'll make out fine.” 

“He will,” Morgan said. “I know he will — and we’re going to 



help. Know what, Lance? We're going to invite him to that party 
you're giving for Governor Quitman and General Ldpez: tonight!" 

"Now really," Ross began, "I wouldn't dare presume. , . 

"No presumption at , all, Ross," Lance laughed. "Hell, it'il'be 
fun! It's going to, be damned line sport just watching the faces of 
some of our older and 'stuffier gentry when I introduce the new 
owner of, Merrill!" „ 

Ross stared, at them, so moved that he found it difficult to speak. 

"I don't know what to say," he said helplessly. 

"Don't say anything,” Lance said. "You've done it all yourself. 
All we're doing is speeding up the process a bit. And about those 
briGks—you're welcome to them, and all the timber you can 
cart, away." 

"Thanks," Ross said, his voice trembling in spite of al!'^. his 
efforts to control it. "Thank you both' — I'll be indebted to you the 
rest of my life. . . 

*"Think nothing of it,” Lance began; but Morgan interrupted 
him. She held in her hand the little watch she had pinned to the, ' 
,£ront of her riding habit. 

"Oh, Lance," she wailed; "we're going to be late to the mass 
meeting!" ■ , 

Lance consulted his own timepiece. 

"Not if we hurry," he said. "Coming, Ross?" 

"Yes,” Ross heard his own voice saying to his own surprise. 
"Why yes, I am." 

Ross now— no more Just Pary, spoken carelessly. A little later it' 
would be Ross Pary of Moonxise. And still later— who knew? He 
felt warm inside, warm and' good. He was now, after ;, all:, the ^ 
troubled years, a man who had arrived. . 

An hour later, standing next to Lance and Morgan, funder the, 
oaks on the broad sweep of the Esplanade, Ross discovered that 
there was more to this business of Cuba than he had suspected. 
Governor Quitman mouthed grandiloquent phrases, hinting ,:at: 
the great destiny of the . South' which lay ever southward. That 
destiny, Ross well knew, to John A. Quitman meant only the ex- 
pansion of slavery below the , Rio, Grande, and into all Central 
and South America as' well as the islands: of the Garibbean. 
Slavery no longer existed in any of those ,lands, ' except; in Cuba' 
and the other small islands still held by Spain, and the great state 
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of Brazil. And Ross, whose sojourn in Spain had made him mi- 
nutely acquainted with these matters, knew that even in those 
countries it was being gradually abolished. Beyond that, Quitman 
and Southerners of his type, meant to expand their peculiar in- 
stitution to the south at the expense of the independence of those 
nations^which they clearly looked upon as future colonies, which 
could be made into territories, whose climate and type of agricul- 
ture would almost automatically, under Southern leadership, de- 
mand a slave economy. The territories in a short time would 
become States, with a terrible preponderance of power of the 
ballot over the abolitionist North. 

Thinking about it, listening to the subtle trend of the Gov- 
ernor’s oratory, Ross Pary was troubled. He accepted slavery, re- 
garding it as a necessary evil; but to him it was a far from holy 
cause, and the wisdom of spreading it was at least questionable. 

At his side, Morgan was frowning. Seeing his glance, she went 
up on tiptoe and whispered quickly into his ear: 

“I hate slavery. I’d like to see all the Negroes freedl” 

Ross stared at her, but after a moment’s reflection, it came to 
him that her attitude was hardly surprising. Morgan was New 
York bom and bred, and abolitionist sentiments were to be ex- 
pected of her. 

He turned back to the platform under the torchlights, where 
after a flowery introduction by Governor Quitman, General 
Narciso L6pez was bowing to the crowd. A handsome, white- 
haired Venezuelan, General Ldpez made an imposing figure, but 
Ross, who alone of those present knew his record, studied him 
with cool contempt, L6pez had fought for Spain against his native 
land, and had been forced to flee the country when Venezuela 
won her independence. In Spain he had served in the first Carlist 
War, rising to the rank of Major General, and being appointed 
Governor of the province of Valencia. Then in 1841 he had ap- 
peared in Cuba along with Don Jerdnimo Valdes, and had risen 
rapidly in power and influence. It was, Ross thought angrily, a 
mighty funny thing that Ldpez hadn’t been interested in Cuban 
independence then. Nothing like that. He was interested in the 
same thing that interests him now: power and money for Narciso 
Ldpez. Before I’ll work up any concern over poor abused Cuba, 
he’ll have to explain to me why it wasn’t until Don Leopold 
O’Donnell relieved him of his offices and commands in 1843 that 
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he got interested in Revolution, ^ nation will ever win her 
independence at the hands of a man who twice in his life has 
already changed sides, , . . 

L6pez made a masterly speech. Even Ross had to admit that. 
He convinced his hearers that the Cuban Junta favored annexa- 
tion by the United States, But what Ross Pary wanted to know 
was why. 

He could see Lance Brittany, frowning and thoughtful, taking 
it all in. Throughout the crowd were old men of the highest rank 
in Natchez, but the bulk of those present were made up of young 
blades spoiling for a fight — any fight so long as it promised adven- 
ture and glory. 

A moment later, Ross had his answer. General L6pez intro- 
duced Eduardo Izquierdo, and asked him to tell the crowd his 
experiences with the despotic government of Spain. Unfortu- 
nately, Ldpez explained, Sehor Izquierdo could speak no English, 
so he would have to serve as translator. 

Ross watched Sehor Izquierdo coming forward, an old and 
broken man, hobbling to the front of the rostrum as though every 
step cost him painful effort. Then Izquierdo began to speak, and 
his voice was a musical instrument of compelling depth and 
power, the lovely Castilian rippling from his tongue. At first, 
Ross, who after a year in Spain and being blessed by nature with 
a natural gift for languages spoke fluent Spanish, paid no atten- 
tion to the translation. Then it caught him. L6pez was at best 
paraphrasing— -at worst, he was distorting and more. Often he 
was simply lying. 

Izquierdo told a moving story. He had been a member of the 
mulatto poet Pldcido’s original Revolutionary band in 1844. He 
had seen PMcido lashed almost to death, and afterwards he had 
seen him die along with the Negro musician Pimienta, and the 
rest of the brave liberated Negroes who died that their less fortu- 
nate brethren might be free. 

This, to Ross's angry astonishment, L6pez translated as merely 
that Senor Izquierdo had early associated himself with the Revo- 
lutionary movement And it was then that he got L6pez' drift. 
The Venezuelan could scarcely permit the citizens of Natchez to 
learn that the Cuban Revolution had begun as an anti-slavery 
campaign. ' 

Izquierdo told of his capture by the Spaniards, a the details 



of the hellish torture that had made him the aippled A 

saw. Ldpez’ translation of this part was fluent and exact, and 
many women in the crowd wept. 

■ Looking at Morgan, Ross saw a half smile lighted her face. 
With each added detail, the expression of interest, even .of— of 
pleasure, Ross realized with horror, grew. Morgan Brittany looked 
as, if this recital of sickening brutality was the most enjoyable 
thing she had ever heard. Staring at her, Ross realized that hevhad 
seen this expression upon her face previously, and after a moment, 
he remembered where and when. The day he had been set upon 
by the river ruffians, Morgan had looked like this. Gazing at her 
now, Ross felt cold and sick, so he turned his attention once more 
to the speaker. 

‘‘When I think,*’ Eduardo Izquierdo said tensely, ‘'about my 
years of struggle — of the terrible times when I was a guerrilla 
leader, I am moved to quote the words of the immortal Hidalgo 
of Mexico, written in his confession, to make of it my own grito de 
dolores — my cry of soitows. I need only substitute the word 
‘Cuban’ for ‘Mexican,’ and it becomes mine, and I will say it 
now: ‘Who will give water for my brow and fountains of tears for 
my eyes? Would that I might shed from the pores of my body the 
blood which flows through my veins in order that I might mourn 
night and day for the Cubans who have died, and that I may bless 
the never-ending mercy of the Lord.’ But I must omit here his 
words of repentance for I have not repented. I sorrow only for 
the brave and hopeless dead, or to return to Padre Hidalgo’s 
words, 1 exhale each moment a portion of my soul, , . . Ah, 
America! Ah, Americans, my compatriots. And Europeans, my 
progenitors! , . ” The old man paused, fighting for breath. 

In the stillness, Morgan could hear Ross’s rich baritone, mur- 
muring the words, completing the part that Izquierdo had begun: 

“ ‘Have pity, have pity on me! I see the destruction of the soil 
which I have wrought; the ruins of the fortunes which have been 
lost; the infinity of orphans I have made; the blood which in such 
abundance and temerity has beemshed; and— this I cannot say 
without fainting— the multitude of souls which dwell in the abyss 
because they followed me. . ” 

“Why!” Morgan whispered; “you understood ^ him! And you 
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speak it, too«~~so beautifully. . . . Tell me, Ross what does it 
mean?” 

''Later,” Ross said. ‘'Listen to him now,” 

“It cannot be permitted,” Izquierdo concluded in the same 
exalted vein, “that Cubans remain slaves — that any man remain 
a slave! With your help my sorrows will be ended; with your 
aid and that of Almighty God — all men shall be free!” 

He turned then and hobbled back to his chair, his tired old 
eyes dimmed with tears. 

“Sehor Izquierdo said,” Lbpez finished smoothly, “that Cuba 
counts upon your fullest aid to free her from despotic Spain and 
join her with a more beneficent power. . . .” 

“Well 111 be damnedi” Ross said. 

After the cheering had died down and the rush of the younger 
men to sign up for the expedition had begun, Morgan turned 
to him. 

“He didn't say it right, did he, Ross?” she demanded. “That old 
man kept saying los esclavos — and that means slaves; and los 
negros, and that means the same thing it does in English. And this 
L6pez never said a word about either Negroes or slavery!” 

“Careful, Morgan!” Lance warned, for several of the people in 
the crowd had turned to stare at her. But Morgan made no at- 
tempt to lower her voice. 

“He did mistranslate it, Lance — and on purpose, too! Now 
didn't he, Ross?” 

“Yes,” Ross said softly; “he did. 111 tell you what Sehor 
Izquierdo said, tonight. ...” 

“Oh, tonight! I had almost forgotten that! Lance, darling, we'd 
better hurry home— there's so much to do. And Ross, you'll meet 
Sehor Izquierdo tonight, and his daughter. She's a lovely creature 
— I only wish I could talk to her. General L6pez will be there, 
too— and Governor Quitman, It'll be quite a party. Well, 'bye 
now. See you at eight.” 

Ross bowed. 

“I'll be there,” he said. 

When, at nine o'clock that same night, Ross stepped inside the 
great salon at Buena Vista, the Negro butler hesitated a barely 
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perceptible fraction' of a : second. There were," Ross knew, no 
greater snobs on earth than black house servants. Cato, the' Brit- 
tanys' butler, knew everybody who was anybody in Natchez. That 
he did not know Ross, made him instantly suspicious.' 

**What did you say your name was, sah?’' he muttered. 

“I didn't,'* Ross said, and passed him over his tall evening hat, 
and loosened the cords which held the white silk-lined opera cape 
that swung jauntily from his shoulders. 

Cato was nonplussed. This young man in the sparkling new 
evening habit looked like a young prince. His richly ruffled dress 
shirt was quite the finest the old Negro had ever seen, and the 
studs were real pearls, too— Cato could tell that at a glance. His 
small white linen bow cravat encircled his high winged collar, 
and had been tied by a practiced hand; and his white waistcoat 
was of the softest, finest white silk, embossed with off-white figures. 
Even his white broadcloth gloves were the best, and the buttons 
that fastened the black evening trousers that fitted his well-turned 
legs like a second skin about the ankles, were pearls, too. Shiny 
pumps with the smallest possible black cloth bows. . . . Cato didn't 
know this man, but he was by long odds the finest gentleman 
present. 

“Yassuh,” Cato said apologetically; “didn't mean no offense, 
sah, but I'm 'bliged to announce you." 

“Pary," Ross said. **Ross Pary." 

“Mistuh Ross Paryl" Cato bellowed. 

The chatter of the guests died, and one by one they turned to 
stare toward the doorway. In varying degrees their reactions 
matched Cato's; but those few who had known Ross before, for 
whom in the past he had built houses, stared at him thunder- 
struck. After a moment Morgan tame toward him, and as she did 
so, Ross caught his breath sharply. 

She had on an evening gown of white silk, cut in extreme 
d^coiletage, that fitted her bfeasts and waist like a sheath and 
flared out below into a great bell shape over the hoops. With that 
hair and those eyes as points of contrast, the dress, on Morgan, 
was electrifying. She wore a diamond tiara in her high-piled hair, 
and against the little bunches of jet curls behind her ears, hex 
long, emerald-cut diamond pendant earrings glistened like white 
liquid fire. A necklace in the form, of a' Spray' of diamonds lay 
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along the soft rise of her breasts; and against the creamy whiteness 
of her flesh they looked like droplets of some magic fluid, scattered 
there by an enchanter's hand. 

“Rossi" she cried gaily; “I'm so glad! I was beginning to believe 
you weren’t coming. I would have been desolate. . . 

At her words, those who knew Ross Pary and his origin, reached 
a state bordering upon apoplexy. But Lance Brittany excused 
himself smoothly from the little group around Governor Quit- 
man and came forward with outstretched hand. 

“Glad to see you, Ross," he said. “You don’t know most of the 
people here, do you? Very well. I’ll introduce you." 

Then, taking Ross firmly by the elbow, he led him from group 
to group, murmuring after each introduction, the words which 
became Ross’s “open Sesamel" into this new world: “Mister Pary 
is our youngest planter. He’s just purchased the old Merrill 
place." 

Ross could see their faces change as they heard it. Astonished 
wrath faded into comprehension, and, among the young ladies 
and their devoted mamas at least, after one quick appraisal of the 
quiet splendor of his attire, into quick acceptance. The men were 
slower. With the natural conservatism of the masculine sex, it 
would take them time to get used to the idea; but the ice was 
broken; and since, in social matters, the women by diplomacy, 
guile, or sheer dominance of personality ruled their households, 
Ross Pary had won. 

He moved through an avenue of soft feminine smiles and 
quickly downcast eyes toward the group around the Governor. He 
was only a few feet away, when he saw her. And involuntarily he 
stopped dead. But Lance was urging him forward, and as he 
moved the room and the crowds and the renewed chatter faded 
away out of time and mind and there was no one else in the world 
but this tall willow-slender girl with golden skin, dark-brown hair 
with red-gold lights in it, and eyes as green as a southern sea. 

“Your Honor," Lance was saying, “may I present my new 
neighbor, Ross Pary of Merrill. He has just bought the place, and 
plans to pht in his first crop this season. . . .’’ 

“Then he has his nerve," John Quitman boomed. “Nobody else 
ever made a go of that wilderness. Glad to meet you, Mister Pary." 

“I’m honored, sir,’’ Ross said. 
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' “Meet General, L 6 pe 2 r Quitman said. “General— Ross Pai 7 .“ 

.Ross ''bowed. 

“I bave/^ he murmured in flawless Castilian, “much pleasure to 
know you, your Excellency. Your secure servitor, sir/’ 

: The little group around Governor Quitman' froze. The Gov- 
ernor recovered first. 

“Weil, 111 be damned! “ he boomed. “Brittany,' you’ve been 
holding out on me! . WeVe got to have thiS' man. He’d be in- 
valuable 1 “ 

General Ldpez put out his hand with a suave smile. 

“Castilian,” he said, “even to the lisp. I take it then, that you 
enjoyed Sefior Izquierdo’s eloquence rather better than most.” 

Ross looked him straight in the eye. 

“I did, Sehor,” he said. “And much, much better than your 
translation of it.” 

Narciso Ldpez did not waver. 

“The reasons for such a translation must have been obvious to 
you, Sefior Pary,” he said. “Sefior Izquierdo is an old man and — 
well — unrealistic. But you must meet him, Eduardo, meet the 
marvel of the age— a young Americano rubio who speaks perfect 
Spanish!” 

Izquierdo smiled gently up at Ross, and put out a wasted hand. 

“I am honored, Sefior,” Ross said, “to meet a patriot and a 
brave man.” 

“Much thanks, young man,” Eduardo Izquierdo said gently. “It 
is good to hear Spanish again, and for you to have taken the 
trouble to learn it is a great compliment. And now— my daughter. 
Mtineca mia, may I present the Sefior Pary? Sefior Pary, my 
daughter the Senorita Conchita Izquierdo, the last of my treas- 
ures. . . . 

“And the greatest, without doubt,” Ross said, “with twin emer- 
alds for eyes, and all the gold of El Dorado for coloring, and 
pigeon-blood rubies for lips.” Then he bent with continental 
grace and kissed her hand, 

“What did you say to her, Ross?” Morgan demanded a little 
crossly. “What does ^Labios rojos de los rubis comoba sangre de 
las palomas' mtzxiT* 

“It means,” General Ldpez laughed, “that the young cabailero 



is practiced in the arts of love. He said that Sehorita Izqnierdo 
has ruby lips the color of the blood of doves. . . T 

**How poeticl'^ Morgan said. **YouVe never said anything so 
pretty to me, Ross/* 

‘‘Hardly/* Ross said drily. “I value your husband’s friendship 
enough to want to keep it.** 

, . and also in diplomacy,” Nardso L6pez said. 

Conchita Izquierdo looked at Ross, and a slow wave of color 
climbed her exquisitely modeled cheekbones. 

“I have not the words,** she said; “but I think the Sehor is 
being more than kind.** 

“Only just,** Ross answered; “perhaps not even that. I shall see 
you again? A little later, maybe?** 

*'Tal vet, quitds/* Conchita murmured. “How do you say it in 
English?’* 

“Perhaps,” Ldpez supplied. 

“I prefer certainly to perhaps,** Ross said; “but that will have 
to do for now. . . .** 

“Oh, come on!” Morgan said. “You still have lots of people 
to meet.” 

“You sound like a jealous woman, Morgan,” Lance said curtly. 

“I am,” Morgan laughed. “I have great plans for Ross — though 
I haven’t picked out a girl for him yet. But, when I do, she won’t 
be a sunburned Cuban wench.” 

“I’ll do my own picking thank you,” Ross laughed; “and that 
sunburned Cuban wench will do very nicely, as far as I*m con- 
cerned.” 

“Danmed right she will,” Lance said. “Half the young blades 
here have decided that already, but the lingo’s got them stopped. 
If I had time I’d have you give me lessons, Ross. If the women 
of Cuba are like that one, I vote we annex it at oncel” 

“Oh, you menl” Morgan said. 

A little later, the people of Natchez were relieved of any linger- 
ing doubts that they might have entertained as to just where Ross 
Pary stood. For when Lance Brittany led the procession into the 
dining room with Eliza Quitman on his arm, followed by the 
Governor, escorting Morgan, only that romantic adventurer, 
Nardso L6pez, flanked by two smiling Natchez belles, separated 
Ross Pary from the guest of honor himself . 
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Conchita Izquierdo's hand rested on his left arm so lightly that 
he had to look to see that it was there, and his right gave strong 
support to the tottering steps of her father. And behind them 
trooped the rest of the guests. 

Ross had to check himself to keep from staring at the bounty 
that was piled on the long tables. There, under the soft glow of 
the candles, were^ already platters of several varieties of meats, 
vegetables, pickles, preserves and jellies. As soon as they had 
seated themselves, relays of servants sprang into action. No glass 
of port or sherry was ever allowed to diminish one inch. As soon 
as Ross put his down, a black hand appeared on his left, ready 
with the decanter. 

It was, he decided, much wiser not to drink it; for with Lance’s 
indefatigable servants in attendance, a man courted quick intoxi- 
cation. The lines of Negroes criss-crossed each other coming and 
going with the magnificent silver service. The rolls and biscuits 
were almost too hot to be lifted with tlie bare fingers, and they 
remained so throughout the course of the meal, for the Negroes 
replaced them at the slightest hint of cooling. In addition to 
chicken fried, roasted, and cooked in dumplings, there were plat- 
ters of whole suckling pigs, and game in abundance: venison, 
wild turkey, rabbits, doves, quail, and wild duck. In the cen- 
ter of the table, the pi6ce de resistance, a glazed boar’s head 
complete to the candied apple in his mouth, glared at Ross so 
balefully that that unaccustomed young man almost lost his 
appetite. 

His eyes wandered over the serving platters seeing lettuce, toma- 
toes, and cucumbers made into a salad, every conceivable type of 
greens, beans, squash, white potatoes, turnips, okra, asparagus, 
artichokes and beets. Surrounding the giant glazed hams, their 
surfaces coated with brown sugar and dotted with whole cloves, 
were dishes of candied sweet potatoes, and still others held ears 
of green corn, swimming in butter. 

He saw suddenly that Conchita was looking at him, her green 
eyes wide with astonishment. 

‘'One is not expected," she said wonderingiy, “to eat ail this?" 

“Heaven forbid!" Ross answered. 

He spent the rest of the time talking to her, drawing her out 
carefully, for he knew well the conservatism of people reared 
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under Spanish customs.' But, by the time the Negroes came with 
pound cake, raisin cake, chocolate layer, devil and angel food 
.akes, three varieties of berry pies, apple pies, and both pumpkin 
and sweet potato pie, she was chatting with him' freely, even 
smiling a little. 

; “No,*' she said, *'you wrong the General, a little, I think. Even 
when he first came to Cuba, he refused to give the oath to abjure 
liberalism; and that is why, when his friend Don Jerdnimo was 
replaced by Don Leopold O'Donnell, he was stripped of Ms 
powers. As for his fighting for Spain, he first fought against her— 
he held Valencia with the utmost gallantry for Bolivar. It was 
only after he believed that the cause was lost that he went over to 

Spain — after Bolivar had fled, his forces scattered " 

“A braver man,” Ross said, “would have died for what he be- 
lieved— lost or not.” 

Conchita smiled at him with grave commiseration, 

“Wars are won by wise men, Senor,” she said, “not necessarily 
by brave ones. A man who surrenders now, lives on to finally win. 
And it is the winning that is important when liberty is at stake, 
not any man's glory, or his heroism,” 

That, Ross had to admit, was true. He reflected on how he 
would possibly have conducted himself, given such a choice, and 
even the thought made him shudder. 

“I would never make a soldier,” he said a little sadly. 

“Who knows?” Her green eyes were warm now, with a little 
smiling light in them, “I have seen academicians with soft white 
hands accustomed only to the pen die like heroes. In our fight even 
the priests, like good Padre Hidalgo of Mexico, have taken up the 
sword. The more intelligent the man, the better. Because intellect, 
real intellect— is always ethical. And an ethical man can make 
choices, and among the choices are the things he cannot do. . . 

, “Such as?” Ross said. 

“Such as living like a beast when he can die like a man. Such as 
giving up his honor and his dignity. When he is asked to do that, 
this of the dying becomes easy. He will be afraid. Many times he 
will be afraid. Only the stupid are fearless.” She looked away from 
him, off into space, and Ross could see old, remembered terror in 
Ber ''Cyes. ”1 have been afraid, many- times,” she said softly; “my 
father has been afraid. But when the time comes, the fear does 
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not matter. The choice becomes no choice. One dies, because the 
d>mg is infinitely preferable to the living, and the only thought 
one gives is to how one shall manage the act of the dying. That 
is of the greatest importance ” 

Ross listened to her, frozen into a statue of attention by this 
girl, not, he guessed, out of her teens, who talked so calmly of 
dying. ' 

“The ones who cannot do it,*' Conchita said, “the ones who have 
left only the kind of fear that is holy fear, that they cannot 
manage the courage to refuse the blindfold, or to walk steadily to 
the wall, or shout 'Viva la LibertadV or who believe they might 
sicken and faint at the sight of the twisting screw of the garrote, we 
always manage to aid. They find the little knife sharp enough to 
shave with, baked into their bread, so sharp that the quick little 
slash downward and forward back of the left ear does not hurt 
at all, and thus we, their friends, grant them a good death. Be- 
cause always this of the dying must be managed well for the people 
are very impressionable, and the life of a Cuba Ubre must be 
watered with the blood of her martyrs. . . 

Ross put out his hand and took hers, forgetting absolutely the 
rest of the guests. 

“I think,” he said, “that you could be the Jeanne d*Arc of your 
people.” 

“No,” Conchita said, and even her voice shuddered; “I never 
want to go back to Cuba againr* 

“Why not?” Ross asked. 

“There are some things, Senor, that have not words. At least not 
such words as I could say to you.” 

“And what words could you say?” Ross's voice was low. 

Conchita looked him full in the face, and her green eyes were 
filled with light. 

“Later,” she said softly. “It is not yet time. 

As Ross turned a little away from her, he was aware that Morgan 
was staring at him, and that she must have been doing so for 
some time. There was black, sulphuric fire in her eyes. 

She leaned forward across the table to say something to him, 
but whatever it was never came out, for at that moment Lance 
Brittany stood up with the announcement that coffee and brandy 
would be served to the men in the drawing room with their cigars, 
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while those of the ladies who cared to,, could have' an anisette with ■ 
Mistress . Brittany in the little parlor. 

Ross walked: along with the men, inwardly cursing this ■ time- 
honored custom. There had been so much he had wanted to say 
to Conchita Izquierdo, and with Ldpez* expedition nearing readi- 
ness,, there was so- little time. . . . 

In the drawing room, the men savored their cigars long' and 
quietly, each apparently waiting for the other to speak. . Then 
George Metcalfe broke the ice. For the benefit of General Ldpez, 
and other strangers who didn't already know it, he drawled, he'd 
like to tell the story of how Captain Russell got back the preacher's 
money. Ross, who knew the story, had to admit that George told 
it well. Even the Cubans, whose history had included more than 
one raffish priest, could see the humor of the fledgling preacher's 
losing the total funds of the delegation of ministers in an under 
the Hill gambling hall. When George reached the climax, how 
Captain Russell, being refused the return of the money by the 
gamblers, tied his hawser to the pilings upon which the building 
stood, and started to drag it into the river with his steamboat, 
even men well acquainted with Natchez under the Hill, roared. 

Then George's brother, Henry, countered with the story of Jim 
No“Ribs Girty, and Marie Dufour. But when he reached the end 
of his story, no one laughed. 

“They started shooting,” Henry said; “and when the smoke 
cleared, it turned out that Jim had ribs after all instead of the 
natural breastplate of bone the rivermen swore he had. He lay 
on the floor with the blood seeping out from under his beard. And 
Marie took one look, then put her gun in her mouth and blew the 
back of her head off. That night, all the dives under the Hill 
closed for the first and last time in their history — out of respect 
for Jim and Marie.” 

Others took up tlie endless saga of Natchez under the Hill, 
each with his long tale of endless carnage, of ears and noses bitten 
off, of eyes gouged out, or — ^in snickering whispers— of the im- 
ported “French” girls, who danced “mother-naked” on the tops of 
'tables.',;. ■ 

Ross had the feeling that they were doing it for Ms benefit-— 
that he was being subtly but unmercifully ridden. I'm being ■■toO; 
sensitive, he. told himself, but-his: face kept growing; paler during. 
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the reeitais of the hellish doings o£ the place where he had been 
bom.' 

“We have places like that in Havana, too, “ General L6pez 
laughed, and Lance Brittany caught sight of Ross’s face. For all 
his gruS exterior, Lance was a kindly man. Instantly, but 
smoothly, he changed the subject. 

“About the question of nullification — or secession, if you prefer, 
what do you think the attitude of the great powers would be to- 
ward a Southern Republic, Governor?” he said to Governor 
Quitman. 

“Delight,” ’Quitman said instantly. “It would mean an end 
to high tariffs, and England, particularly, would be pleased, since 
she’d be able to get ail our cotton at reasonable rates. After all, 
Lance, cotton is kingl” 

“Well, now,” Lance drawled, “there’s some difference of opin- 
ion about that. . . . Mister Pary, here, has just returned from a 
six years sojourn abroad, four of them I understand in England 
— ^at Oxford, and the other two in France and Spain, . . . Weil, 
Ross, from first hand observation, what do you think England’s 
attitude would be — ^particularly if our relationships with the 
North deteriorated to the point of hostilities— which could 
happen?” 

Then men stared at Ross, their thoughts written all over 
their faces. This upstart — this under-the-Hiller, had been to Ox- 
fordl Wonders never ceased. Still, and this too, Ross could see, 
you had to respect a man who’d done that, and since he now 
owned Merrill, what the hell .... Many among them, too, 
Northerners and Westerners, had come from beginnings as 
humble, though they guarded their secrets jealously, secure in 
the knowledge that Natchez had no way of ferreting out their 
blacksmith father, their illiterate, steerage passenger immigrant 
mother, their Uncle Ned who had been hanged for stealing horses 
in the Missouri Territory. . . . 

“England would be divided,” Ross said clearly. “The upper 
classes, particularly the mill owners, would be for us. But there’s 
tremendous anti-slavery sentiment among the masses. Some of 
our leading abolitionists have even spoken over there. In the 
end, I think, she’d remain neutral. You must not forget, gentle- 
men, that England is a limited, constitutional monarchy, and the 

1 54 ] 



people, after all, hold the balance of power. Fm sorry. Governor, 
if what Fm, saying is contrary to what you want to hear. But ' that 
is nay opinion—merely that of a - private individual, though I 
tried to keep, in close touch. . . 

Many of the men were nodding in sage- agreement, and Ross 
.knew he was not alone in his sentiments. Natchez, as a whole, 
had never been in favor of secession. Too many of her leading 
citizens hailed originally from the North and East. 

‘'What about France?'' Quitman shot at him. 

"She would be pleased, but for no reason that we'd like. Her 
rulers cherish expansionist sentiments in the Western Hemis- 
phere, and they'd welcome any split, any diminution of power 
of the United States that would make them feasible. As our 
good Governor has often said, our destiny lies to the South, in 
lands whose climate and agriculture would lend themselves to 
the expansion of our system, thus setting up an effective check 
to the ambitions of the North. If we secede, and if war should 
come — ^we'd find France directly across our path, and hostile in 
the bargain." 

"And Spain?" Narciso Lbpez demanded. 

"Has scant reason to love us," Ross smiled, "since we've given 
asylum to so many, whom, like youiself, General, she regards as 
her bitterest enemies. Besides, we've made no bones of our interest 
in seeing that the remainder of her possessions in this hemis- 
phere are freed of her yoke." 

As soon as he had closed his mouth an excited babble broke 
out among the men. They fired questions at him, which he did 
his best to answer. A quarter-hour later, he was pleased to note 
every lingering trace of hostility toward him had vanished. For 
this, he knew, he had Lance Brittany to thank. Lance in his way, 
had the makings of a diplomat. 

The talk turned now on the proposed Gonxpromise suggested 
by Henry Clay, The discussion grew heated. The carefully pre- 
served balance between slave states and free was being broken, 
with the free states gaining. Of course, Utah and New Mexico 
might eventually decide to come into the Union as slave states, 
but with California so determinedly free soil in sentiment, it 
would take both of the "new, territories to even things up. And 
Utah,- lying as far to the North, as it did, was doubtful, hh 
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Governor Quitman and the other rabid slavery men regarded 
New Mexico as a certainty. 

But, as Lance drawlingly pointed out, California extended even 
further south than New Mexico, and her climate was similar 
—yet she had overwhelmingly gone free soil in her plebiscite; 
what reason had they, then, to hope that New Mexico would not 
do likewise? 

As for the new fugitive slave law, Ross told them, it was 
hardly a gain. Its only effect would be to crystallize abolitionist 
sentiment against the South. Already, while he was in New 
York, men were talking of resisting Federal agents who sought 
runaway slaves, by force of arms. The South's future, to him, 
looked dark. ... 

Governor Quitman, fire-eater that he was, hero of the Mexican 
War, leaped up with his classic, unanswerable argument that one 
Southern gendeman was the equal of any six money-grubbing 
Yankees, and elaborated his point with so much fury, that Lance 
was moved to glance at his watch. 

‘'Time we rejoined the ladies," he said. ‘Tm attending the 
Nashville Convention in June, Governor, which I believe you 
and the Governor of South Carolina were instrumental in calling 
— ‘to devise some mode of resistance to Northern aggression' — 
I believe those were your words. But I'll lay you odds that what- 
ever means of resistance the delegates advance, it won’t be seces- 
sion. Well, gendemen, shall we go?" 

On the way out of the drawing room, more than one man 
paused to shake Ross's hand. He found himself the recipient of 
numerous invitations, to dine — to have a drink at this or that 
saloon, so that “we can talk about this thing further. . . As 
many as he could, he accepted. This was to be his new world. 

Almost immediately, Ross saw Conchita coming toward him. 
Her lovely face, with just enough recent Indian or Mestizo 
heritage to give it spirit, was troubled. 

Ross took her arm. 

“What passes?" he asked her, using the ancient Castilian ex- 
pression, “Where is yoxir father?" 

“Gone upstairs to bed. We're to spend the night here, as he is 
far from well, and the riding would weary him. For that, now, I 
have much sorrow. . . 
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, ‘'Wliy?*' Ross demanded^^ 

"^La Senora Brittany. I did not tell you before, Senor— but my 
father and I have been in New York for two years now. I speak 
the "English— badly, but I speak it. I understand iteven better. 
This of the comprehension is a thing I do not often admit, be- 
cause I am " then saved from much tiresome and impertinent ques- 
tioning.’' 

‘*What did Morgan do?” Ross asked grimly, 

‘"She took advantage of my supposed ignorance of English to 
make sport of me. She said that my coloring clearly revealed that 
I had a touch of the tarbrush. What signifies that, Senor?” 

“That you have Negro bloodi”. Ross raged. “Where is she? Just 
wait until I see her!. Ill . . 

“This of the blood of the blacks is then an insult?” Goncbita" 
asked wonderingly. “Why?”' 

“The Negroes are an inferior race,” Ross began patiently, but 
Conchita flashed her eyes at him, , 

“What nonsensei” she said. “Plicido was a mulatto, and he was 
a great poet, and a great man. And Pimienta was as black as— 
as black as her hair. I knew them both as a child. They were 
friends of my father. It so happens that I have not the blood of 
the blacks, but only Spanish and Indio, k little. But many of my 
best friends are mulattas, and my tutor, a graduate of the Uni- 
versity and the most brilliant man I’ve ever known, was a black. 
My father freed his slaves because of them — that’s what started' 
all the trouble. I’m afraid, Senor, that you Norteamericanos are 
not very dvilized!” 

“And I,” Ross sighed, “am afraid you’re right. , , 

“Come : dance with me,” Conchita laughed, ail good humor 
again. “There is going to be music — inferior music, without 
doubt, since it is going to be played by your inferior blades. But 
we must not stamp our feet too., hard, or this inferior' house w 
fail down, since the same inferior hands , clearly built it, and by 
tomorrow we shall all be dead of. eating the inferior fcwd '.that; 
they rooked, "and 

“Let US: leave this of the inferiority,”, Ross grinned, '^‘shall we?” 

“It has' departed,”' Conchita said, and veiled her green : eyes 
her .dull-golden lashes. “You know, Senor, 'you are a: veir-han 
'.."some'" man.”, 
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“Yotir father/* Ross observed, ‘‘should have gone to bed hours 
ago. His absence improves you!*' 

Then they both laughed together. 

Dancing with Conchita, Ross soon discovered, even in the for- 
mal patterns of the Gontre danse, corrupted by then in Natchez 
and elsewhere into “Country Dance” though it was anything but 
rural, was an indescribable sensation. Conchita floated, weight- 
less; the music bore her up, her feet moved on air, she was a poem 
of loveliness, of grace, and before the evening was half over, Ross 
Pary had forgotten his crazy desire for Morgan, his lifelong love 
for Jennie Dalton. He had, in fact, forever lost his heart. 

“Gome walk with me in the garden,** he whispered, half aware 
that Morgan’s gaze, black and baleful, was upon him as she swept 
by on John Quitman’s arm. 

“You go too fast, Senor,” but there was no reproach in her tone. 
“Unfortunately, I was forced to leave my duena in Cuba, so . . 

“Hang your duenaV* Ross said. “Come on!” 

“After a while,” Conchita murmured. “First I must go see after 
my father, who sleeps badly in strange houses. You, Senor — ” 

“No, not Senor,” Ross said. “This of Senor and Senorita is now 
ended. Ross.” 

“You, Ross,” Conchita said, a little glow showing in her eyes, 
“should stroll into the garden for a cigar. Afterwards I shall join 
you. To leave together would be indiscreet, no?” 

“It would be indiscreet, yes,” Ross laughed; “but delightful 
Don’t keep me waiting long, muneca mia — I’m not a very patient 
man.” 

Conchita stared at him. 

''Muneca mia/' she whispered, “that’s what Father calls me— 
his little doll. I like being called that, though I am neither little 
— nor a doll” 

“To God, thanks,” Ross said fervently, “for that!” 

In the Brittanys’ garden, the moonlight washed the moss-draped 
oaks with silver, and the magnolias threw back the light in a soft 
blaze. Even the edges of the camellias were silvered, and the white 
roses looked like giant gems from a master jeweler’s hand, 

Ross drew in on his slim Cuban cigar so that the end of it 
glowed in the shadows. And as he did so, a cloud swept across the 
face of the moon and the wash of silver was swallowed up in 
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darkness. He heard the rustle of silk on the path and threw the 
cigar out and away from him, its trajectory making a red arc in 
the night. Then he turned, and to his vast astonishment, the girl 
slipped without any protests whatsoever, easily into his arms. 

He pressed her to him holding her close, and the cloud moved 
past the moon's disk. 

Ross Pary drew a helpless breath. For the liquid-fire blaze of a 
diamond tiara flashed in his eyes, set in deep curling midnight, 
and the low throaty laughter rippled devilishly about his ears. 
And before he could close his mouth to say anything, to protest, 
Morgan went up on tiptoe and kissed him. She clung her mouth 
to his endlessly, achingly, the soft underflesh of lip and tongue- 
tip, hotly, wetly, sweetly adhesive, diabolically expert at their 
play, so that in spite of himself, he kissed her in return with real 
enthusiasm, and at the last, as he tried to draw his head back and 
away from her, he was conscious suddenly, of a blindingly sharp 
pain. He freed himself and raised his hand to his mouth. It came 
away dark with his own blood, where Morgan had caught his 
underlip in her white teeth and bitten it through. 

“Now," she laughed, “now, Pve set my brand on you. Tell that 
to your Cuban wench! Explain those marks if you can." Then she 
turned and ran away from him toward the house. Ross started 
after her, fury pounding through all his veins. He stopped short, 
for Conchita stood there in the path, swaying a little; then she, 
too, turned and walked back toward the door, willow-slender, 
graceful, slow-moving, with all the dignity in the world in her 
walk. But Ross Pary did not follow her, for he had seen, the in- 
stant before she turned, clear on her cheeks in the moonlight, the 
bright silver tracks of her tears. ... 
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Chapter 4 


'*You SURE look like hell!*' Tom Pary grinned. 

“Oh, shut upK’ Ross said. 

“My little brother. My good little brother. How was she, Ross? 
Brother! From the looks of you, she must have been something!'’ 

“Tom, for God’s sake . . 

“Only the good ones bite,” Tom said. “The real, honest to pete, 
vinegar mean ones. The she-cat ones — ^who go ahowiing and 
ascreeching like they was scairt to death then crouch down ten 
feet ahead and wait. , . 

“Look, Tom — ” Ross began. 

“I’m alooking. And damn my soul, Ross, boy — I kind of like 
what I see. Never knew you had it in you. Used to worry about 
that. I see now I didn’t have a thing to worry about. Nary a 
thing! Reckon I was wrong about her being cold after all. Yessir, 
looks like little Morgan’s got her share of bitch’n’ bitters just like 
the next gal. . . 

“How,” Ross asked coldly, “do you know it was Morgan?” 

“Now don’t try to put me oiGE. You ain’t that smart. Tell me, 
boy-— how was she? What else can she do beside bite?” 

“Oh, come on!” Ross said crossly. “All the likely niggers will 
be sold before we get there.” 

■*No, they won’t. Most of the planters hereabouts are pretty 
well stocked up. By the way, Ross, Paw Dalton sent seven or eight 
wagons full of clapboards up to our place, and some mighty good 
square jousts and other timber. Soon as we get the niggers up 
there, we get the ‘quarters* set up anyhow. What about having 



them knock together a shack for us to stay in 'tii we get the house 
built?’'' V 

** All right;’ Ross said; *‘but I won’t be up there too much. Tve 
got to get the Brittanys’ place going and 

‘^And that ain’t all you’ve got going!” Tom laughed. 

“Will you drop that, Tom?” Ross said sullenly. 

“Oh, don’t take it so serious. Tears to me the only thing what 
ought to bother you is the. chance of having Lance , Brittany call 
you out. That would make one hell of a mess — ’specially since 
you can’t shoot worth a damn.” 

“That does bother me,” Ross said gravely, “Especially since 
there is really nothing between Morgan and me, and Lance has 
been so damned kind.” 

“Reckon I’d better take you out and give you a few lessons, so 
in case you do have to defend yourself . . 

“All right,” Ross said. “Some other time, though. Right now, 
we’ve business to attend to.” 

They rode out on the old Natchez Trace until they came to 
D’Evereux, and there Ross reined in his mare. Tom pulled up 
beside him and the two of them sat there, looking at the house. 

“Our place going to look like that?” Tom asked. 

“Yes — ^very much. Only it’ll be simpler, and a little plainer, but 
with nicer lines.” 

A worried frown crossed Tom’s big, handsome face. 

“Don’t know how I’m agonna fit in a house like that,” he 
mused. “Jennie’s been after me to mend my ways and my man- 
ners; but I ain’t never paid her no real attention. But looks like 
I’ll have to now. We’re going to be real folks, now— ain’t we, 
Ross? Real, big planters!” 

“Hardly big,” Ross said drily, “when you consider the fact that 
Lance Brittany has more than eleven hundred acres divided into 
three plantations — a small one here, and two big ones in Louisi- 
ana. Our two hundred and fifty acres won’t amount to very much, 
Tom” 

“We’ll have more!” Tom said. “Just you wait, boy, we’ll have 
morel” 

So, Ross thought to himself, the bug has bitten Tom, too. Well, 
ambition isn’t the worst disease a man could' have. : He 
heels into Nancy’s flanks, and the mare started :Out;:again' at' a^:^ 
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They came a few minutes later to the slave block, which lay les^ 
than a quarter of a mile past DTvereux on the Trace. Off to the 
left they could see the sprawling building called the Barracks, 
where slaves just smuggled in from Africa were clothed, rested 
and fed, and taught to speak a few words. Of course, with the 
government's cutters keeping such a close watch, the brute Afri- 
cans were few these days; the majority of slaves being those who 
were sent down from the exhausted lands of Maryland and Vir- 
ginia, with a sprinkling from Georgia. 

Tom had been right, Ross saw. There were very few people 
standing before the block. The auctioneer went through his mo- 
tions without spirit, bringing the blacks forth, flexing their mus- 
cles, opening their mouths to show their teeth, but sales were few. 

The most spirited bidding was over a pretty mulatto girl with 
skin like yellowed old ivory, and dark red hair with only a slight 
kink to it. Her usefulness as a ladies' maid, which the auctioneer 
extolled, had slight bearing, Ross knew, on the interest she 
aroused. 

“Think 111 put in a bid for that wench myself," Tom grinned, 
but Ross laid a restraining hand upon his arm. 

“No, you donll" he said. “WeVe got precious little money to 
spend for good hands. I don't mean to see it wasted upon a yellow 
wench to warm your bed. Besides you and Jen will be getting 
married soon, and things like that don't help matters any.*’ 

“Damned right," Tom said. “Jennie ain't no bloodless planter's 
lady. She'd probably whip that wench off the place and break my 
fool head in the bargain. Well boy, they’ve got some prime hands 
here. We ought to do all right.” 

By midafternoon he and Tom had bought nearly fifty good 
hands, both men and women. Ross was especially pleased to ac- 
quire five young Negroes who had had some training in carpen- 
try, They were about to quit the scene, when Ross noticed a stir 
of interest pass through the crowd. The auctioneer, pleased by 
the Parys' steady buying, had whispered a word to his assistant, 
and the man had hurried off toward the barracks. Now he was 
back, leading a huge Negro. This black was quite the finest physi- 
cal specimen that Ross had ever seen. He stood, Ross judged, fully 
two inches taller than Tom, and Tom was six foot two. In his 
bare anus the muscles knotted and corded, thicker than a ship’s 
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hawser, and his chest was bigger around than the trunk o£ a fair- 
sized .oak. He, had great, sloping shoulders, from which loose 
muscles' slanted down into' a narrow waist, ribbed with rock-hard 
sinews. He reared his great head upon his bull-like neck, 'and 
stared at the whites out of yellowish, bloodshot eyes. 

' noble brute, if I ever saw one,” Tom whispered. “Hell, boy, 
I'm going to buy him!” 

“I give you Brutusl” the auctioneer aied. “Thirty-two years 
of age, two hundred and forty-five pounds of solid muscle! 
Trained as a blacksmith, but he knows planting, too. Gentlemen, 
this is the finest of the loti 111 listen to a bid of two thousand for 
this prime handl What am I bid. • . 

“Ill give you twelve hundred,” a little lawyer in the front row 
called. “Not a cent more — that nigger looks dangerous to me.” 

This, Ross reflected, was the truth. Brutus* face was frowning 
and still, filled with a massive dignity, almost with contempt. 
There was pride there, and spirit. This black would surely prove 
difficult. 

Tom hesitated. 

“That little lawyer ain’t far wrong,” he muttered. “That nigger 
looks like a kiUer. . . 

‘*Wait,” Ross said 

“Surely, gentlemen,” the auctioneer said, “you'll give me a 
better offer. This man is skilled in the finest iron work. He's 
strong — and a good worker and . . 

There was a grudging offer of thirteen hundred from a man 
beside them. The auctioneer frowned. This was not going at all 
the way he'd planned. 

There was the sound of hoofbeats on the Trace, and they all 
turned to see two carriages approaching. The auctioneer waited, 
hoping that among the newcomers, someone might make him a 
better offer. 

As the carriages drew up, Ross saw that one of them belonged 
to the Montcliffes; but the other one he did not know. The coach- 
men got down and opened the doors, and the gentlemen stepped 
to the ground. The ladies, however, remained sea,ted 
coaches. Ross stiffened, suddenly, Ms face paling. For there, 
between the Montcliffe girls, sat COnchita Izquierdo. 

He turned his face resolutely back' tO; the 'auctioneer.: ^;. . 
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That's finished, he thought bitterly, finished before it got 
started, and all because of that black-hearted little witch! W 
difference did it make to her? She’s not really in love with me— 
or with Lance or with any other man. She merely can't bear the 
thought of any other woman’s having any happiness. ... 

He was aware, after a moment, of the cackle of black laughter. 
The two coachmen, apparently recognizing each other, were mak- 
ing crude jokes at the expense of the miserable herd of newly sold 
slaves. 

"Took at that nigger,” one of them guffawed; “ain't nothing 
under that wool but water! Betcha he ain't brung no more’n two 
hundred dollar!” 

“Whole lot of ’em look awful sad to me,” the Montcliffe’s coach- 
man replied. “Buy ’em all for what my master paid for me.” 

“And what was that?” the other liveried black asked slyly. “Six 
hundred?” 

“Nawsuhl I'd have you know Marse Thomas paid seven hun- 
dred dollars to git hisself a fine hand at the reins.” 

“Now do tell!” the other coachman said, elevating his broad 
nostrils. “Didn’t know I was lowing myself so — 'sociating with no 
seven hundred dollar nigger. Marse Henry paid one thousand 
dollars for me, and was glad to git me so cheap!” 

Ross listened to this display of human vanity on its most ele- 
mentary level with amusement, but, when he looked up, he was 
aware that the Negro, Brutus, was trembling with fury. Suddenly, 
before anyone knew what he was about, he stepped down from 
the block and caught both gaily clad coachmen in each of his 
powerful hands; then slowly, without apparent effort, he lifted 
them up until their boot toes alone trailed in the dust. 

“Slave niggers!” he boomed. “Bragging 'bout what you cost! 
Can't buy a man! Ain't no price set on a man. Buy things like 
you, buy fool beast niters like you, but not no man. I been 
slave, I slave now, but my heart free. Don't nobody own that but 
God! One of these days He's agonna sot the rest of me free, too! 
You— you dressed up dirt!" With that he brought his big hands 
together with tremendous force so that the heads of the coachmen 
crashing one against the other made a sound like hollow drums. 
Then he opened his big hands, letting them crumple soundlessly 
into the dust. Instantly the auctioneer's assistant was upon him, 



swinging Ms loaded nine-foot wMp. It wMned through the air, 
and sang and bit, and with every blow it drew blood. 

Still Brutus did not move. Inside the coach, Conchita covered 
her face with her hands. Ross felt sick watching it. Never before 
in Ms life had he seen anything quite as moving and noblC' as that 
black man. 

*1 withdraw my offerl'' the man who had bid thirteen hundred 
dollars cried. 

‘*And I, also!” the little lawyer yelped; *‘that nigger’s danger- 
ous!’’ 

*’Git back up there, you big, murderous apel” the slave driver 
roared. "Git up there, I tell you!” And every word he spoke was 
punctuated by the whining, ugly whistle of the lash. 

"Wait!" Ross was surprised to hear Ms own voice calling; **Fli 
give you fifteen hundred dollars for that man!” 

Everybody turned to stare at him. The auctioneer recovered 
first. 

"Sold!” he roared. "I’m glad to be rid of him!” 

“You put down that whip,” Ross said to the diiver with icy 
calm. “I won’t have him marked.” 

The driver shrugged. 

“Your risk. Mister,” he said. 

“I’ll take it,” Ross snapped. Then, turning to the Negro, he 
said very quietly. “Brutus, come here.” 

The black man hesitated, then step by slow step, he walked 
over to where Ross stood. Ross was not a short man, standing five 
foot ten and one-half inches in his socks, but the giant Negro 
dwarfed him. Beside him, Tom stiffened, and Ms hand went 
towards his shoulder holster. 

“Take your hand off your gun, Tom,” Ross said calmly. '‘Bru- 
tus won’t harm me. Will you Brutus?” 

The Negro looked at him wonderingly. Here, he dimly sensed, 
was a new kind of white man, 

“Were you badly treated before?” Ross asked Mm. 

“Yassuh,” Brutus said, “Them Georgia folks treat a man some- 
thing awful!” 

“Weil,” Ross said, “you won’t be now. You’re going to be my 
lead hand, and my blacksmith. And you won’t be beaten. Fm 

[ 66 ] 



going to trust you, Brutus. You look like a man who can be 
trusted.” 

The slave driver was coming forward now, with the chains and 
manacles in Ms hands, 

“Better let me chain ^em up, sir,” he. said; “especially that big 
nigger. He might make a break for it.” 

Ross looked at him coldly. 

“My people are not to be chained,” he said. ”Tom, take them 
away. Brutus, you lead the, line.” 

Suddenly, amazingly, Brutus smiled. It transformed his whole 
face, making him almost handsome. 

“Yassuhl” he boomed. “You a good man, boss. YouM* me gwine 
to git along.” 

“I hope so,” Ross said. “All right, Tom.” 

But before Tom could move off, they both heard the swift 
rustle of silk, as Gonchita came flying from the coach and took 
Ross’s arm. 

“Now I have much shame for last night,” she wMspered, and 
the tears were there, bright in her green eyes. *‘You are what I 
thought you, a man of much goodness, and of immense heart, 
and of an enormity of kindness. But Ross — ^Ross — ^why did you 
kiss her?” 

“It was dark,” Ross said bluntly. “I thought she was youl” 

Gonchita looked at Mm a long moment, then suddenly she 
began to laugh. Her fingers tightened on his arm, and going up 
on tiptoe she whispered: “And I have formidable sorrow that it 
was not!” 

“That will be remedied,” Ross smiled. “Later. . . 

“Bro — therl” Tom said in an undertone. “So it wasn’t Morgan, 
after all! Ross, I beg your pardon. I sure Lord underrated you. 
Who is she? And I always laughed at you for wanting an educa- 
tion. Right now I’d give my right arm to be able to savvy Spiel” 

“Gonchita,” Ross said in English, “may I present my brother, 
Thomas Pary? Tom, this is the Sehorita GoncMta Izquierdo.” 

“Mighty proud to make your acquaintance, ma’am,” Tom said, 
sweeping off his big hat. “And I sure Lord wish that I had seen 
you first!” 

“That,” Gonchita laughed, “would have made the small dif- 
ference, Sehor — though you are very handsome, too.” She clung 
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shamelessly to Ross’s arm. “It is/’ she said to Tom, “that your 
brother here is also so nice, and so— so gentle. I have for him a 
great fondness. . . /’ 

It was the first time that Ross had heard her speak English, and 
her fluency surprised, him.. Then he -'reflected that he shouldn’t 
have' been surprised. Anyone as intelligent as Gonchita would 
find little difficulty in mastering a foreign tongue. 

“Fondness,” Tom teased, “is hardly the word. You mean you 
love him, don’t you.” 

Gonchita turned and smiled up at Ross. 

“Yes, yes!” she laughed; “I love him. I adore him. I am going 
to take him home with me in my little handbag, no?” 

“Take the Negroes home,” Ross said, “and see that they are 
fed. Don’t work them today. Buy a couple of pigs and give them 
a barbecue. Then, tomorrow, they’ll work like blazes.” 

“Right,” Tom said. “So long, Senorita. You don’t know it, but 
you’re getting yourself an awfully nice brother-in-lawl” 

Ross could feel Gonchita stiffen. 

“What’s the matter?” he asked. 

“Nothing,” she whispered. “Walk me back to my friends, Ross.” 

“May I,” Ross asked, “see you — tonight?” 

“Yes— but first you must ask the permission of the Seiior Mont- 
cliffe, with whom we are staying. Then, afterwards, I’ll ask my 
father.” 

“Oh, damni” Ross exploded. 

“Do not preoccupy yourself, my Ross. Father likes you very 
much. He will not refuse.” 

“I hope not,” Ross said. 

When they were close to the carriage, Ross bowed to the Mont- 
cliffes. 

“I’m sorry about your coachman,” he said to Henry Montcliffe. 
“If my man has injured him in any way, I’ll be glad to incur the 
medical expenses. ...” 

“Don’t worry about it, Mister Pary,” Henry Montcliffe said. 
“You can’t hurt a nigger by banging him on his head. Besides, 
technically speaking, your big black hurt my man before he be- 
longed to you. So actually I have no legitimate claim.” 

“Just the same . . Ross began. 

“Forget it!” Henry Montcliffe laughed. “Here comes Scipio 
nowi” 
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Turning Ross saw the coachman limping along in ail his be- 
draggled finery. He winced at every step, his black face twisted 
into a grossly exaggerated grimace of pain. 

‘*He'll be whining for a week,” Montdiffe said. ‘‘Serves him, 
right. House niggers get spoiled something awful.” 

^‘Mister ' Montcliffe,” Conchita said suddenly, “Mister Pary 
wishes to call upon me tonight. May he?” 

“Wish I could prevent him, honey,” Henry Montcliffe smiled. 
“Fd like to keep you for myself. But after that demonstration you' 
just gave us, I reckon I*d better just retire as gracefully as pos- 
sible. Of course. Mister Pary, you’re welcome to call at any time 
at all. By the way, I want to thank you for standing up to Gov- 
ernor Quitman the way you did last night. It’s time some one pre- 
sented him with a few facts ” 

“To a man who believes a thing as strongly as our Governor,” 
Ross said; “facts don’t matter much.” 

“True,” Henry Montcliffe said sadly. “Still . , 

“Oh, botherl” Ellen, the older of the two Montcliffe girls said. 
“Mister Pary has been in Paris recently. I want to talk to him 
about fashions. All you men think about is politics.” 

“Not always, Ellen,” her younger sister Jane, put in. “I think 
Mister Pary must have quite a lot to think of. Mister Pary, I 
don't mean to be rude, but would you mind telling me what hap- 
pened to your mouth?” 

Involuntarily Ross stiffened, and put the fingers of his light 
hand to Ms tom mouth. Then he recovered. He smiled steadily 
at Jane and murmured: 

“I'm sorry, Miss Montcliffe; but, as a matter of fact, I do mind. 
You'll forgive me, won't you?” 

“Well put, Pary!” Henry laughed. “Time somebody was giving 
my meddlesome sister her comeuppance,” 

But both Jane and Ellen were staring at Conchita with wide- 
eyed awe, mingled, Ross was sure, with not a little admiration. 

“Conchita, you naughty girl!” Jane murmured. “Did you do 
that?”' : 

Conchita pouted prettily, 

“No,” she said; “but I know who did. Tell me, Seilor Mont- 
ciiffe, is it permitted for ladies to fight duels in Mississippi?” 

“No!” Henry roared. “What an idea!” ' 

“Then I shall have to assassinate her,” Conchita said calmly. 
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“I shaU Stick her my little knife so, and she will fall down 
and her blood will be all over everything. Or perhaps I will tie 
hemp and torture her a little first and then . . r 

''Conchital'’ the Montcliffe sisters chorused. 

‘‘Darlings/* Condiita laughed, ‘1 make the big joke, no?** 

But, looking at them, Ross could see that they were not at 
all sure. 

“Who was she, Conchita?** Jane breathed. “We’re just dying to 
know?” 

Conchita shrugged. 

“That,** she sai4 “is entirely the affair of the Sehor Pary, who 
has various loves. Mi alma, will you try to be good until tonight 
so that I will not have to shoot all the ladies of Natchez?” 

“I’ll try,” Ross said, and bowed to them all. “Good day, ladies,” 
he murmured. Then to Henry, “Your servant, sir.” 

“Pary,” Henry Montcliffe observed, as Ross swung himself 
gracefully into the saddle, “is much too polite.” 

“I think he’s the handsomest thingl” Ellen said. 

“And to think,” Jane said tartly, “that he comes from a family 
of river rats from under the Hilll” 

“That man,” her sister replied, “is a gentleman; I don’t care 
where he came froml” 

“Conchita,** Henry laughed; “add Ellen to your list!” 

When Ross left the slave market, he rode back into Natchez 
and sought the building that his elderly partner Peter Dalton 
owned. He found it in a good state of repair, though somewhat 
in need of painting. And in addition to the office on the ground 
floor, the rooms above were now also vacant. 

Ross walked through them, his mind busy with plans. It 
would be months, maybe even a year, before he could build 
Moonrise. In the meantime, he didn’t relish the idea of either 
occupying a shack out on the plantation, or his old home under 
the Hill. He had made too many friends; the prestige which was 
so important to him would suffer in either case. But here, in 
these rooms, he had the solution. In a matter of days they could 
be transformed into neat, even smart, bachelor’s quarters. Why, 
he thought excitedly, I could even entertain here! 
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He inspected the walls carefully. They were dirty and had 
many cracks. But the doors were good. Ross went back down the 
stairs and rode to a nearby supply store. Here he purchased 
plaster, rolls of wallpaper, and' paint The storekeeper's Negro 
followed him back to his new rooms and laid the supplies care- 
fully upon the floor. 

Ross stood there, staring at them. Obviously he could not do 
the job himself, though from long practice under Peter Dalton's 
direction he was quite skilled at all the techniques involved. Yet, 
it had to be done. And since his reconciliation with Conchita, 
it had to be done at once. 

He walked down the stairs slowly, his face frowning and 
thoughtful. As he reached the street, an idea struck him. He 
and Tom had to hire an overseer, anyway. Planters did not 
drive their own slaves. That was one of the most formidable of 
the taboos. Why not hire the man now, and put him to work 
here? 

No sooner had the idea come to him than he acted upon it. 
There was on die outskirts of Natchez a family named Martin, 
various members of which had worked for Ross and Peter in the 
mill. David Martin, the eldest son, would be Just the man. Not 
only was he a kindly fellow, but he was both a good carpenter 
and a good planter, haying worked as an overseer for several 
planters during oJff-seasons at the mill. 

Ross mounted his mare and rode rapidly out to the Martins' 
house. David was at home and greeted him with evident pleasure. 

‘‘Why yessir, Mister Pary," he said cheerfully, “I'll be glad to 
work for you. When do I start?" 

“Right now," Ross said. “Get your things and come with me.*' 

He took David back to his new abode and went over with him 
the things that needed to be done. Then he gave him a note to 
take to Tom out on the plantation. Tom was to let David have 
one of the Negroes trained as carpenters and five of the smaller, 
less muscular hands. '■ 

: “Bring them back, here at' once,'.’ Ross directed. “Keep them 
working'date— all night, if necessary. I want this place .finished 
upstairs and down by tomorrow night Can you do it?" 

. '“Why, :sure," David said.. “With six men I'll have it done 
long before then. There ain't really so much work." 
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*'Good/' Ross at it, then. I still have things to do.” 

He spent the rest of the evening buying furniture for the 
place. He was surprised at the number of things he needed: A 
dining room table and chairs, a serving buffet; a bed, chair, night 
table and highboy for his bedroom, and also a waslistand. A 
large room to the rear he converted into a kitchen, but, as it 
still had space left after the small black-iron range would be put 
in, he bought a slipper-shaped bathtub, and a mirrored cabinet 
for his razors and toilet articles. The fourth room, a large one 
which swept all the way across the front, would be his parlor. 
Here he would place the sofa and delicate Louis XIV chairs, 
the little tables, and the lamps with the hand-painted shades. 
Still — something was missing. . . . 

Then, as he moved through the furniture store, he saw it: a 
piano — a magnificent grand piano, much too large for the end 
of the room he would have left. Yet he had to have it. Even if 
the room would look crowded, he had to. Later, of course, 
after he had built Moonrise, the piano and the better pieces of 
the furniture would be moved up there. When he left the store, 
he had the pleased realization that he was going to be master 
of one of the most fashionable bachelor establishments in Nat- 
chez, if not in the whole South. . . . 

That night, walking with Conchita in the gardens of Camellia 
Hill, the Montcliffes’ place, he was filled with too much happiness, 
even to speak. Life stretched out before him, a long vista of golden 
days, filled with promise. Tomorrow he would begin both Moon- 
rise and Finiterre. With Tom and David taking care of the plant- 
ing, he was free to concentrate on the building. In a year or two, 
with the white beauty of Moonrise filling their gaze, people would 
forget he came from under the Hill. He would move securely and 
with confidence among the great of Mississippi. And with a wife 
as charming, as exotic, as Conchita, what heights might he not 
reach? 

“You are silent, mi alma,** Conchita said softly. “Why are you 
so still?” 

Mi alma — my soul. And Conchita said it so prettily. . . . 

“You said you*d never go back to Cuba,” he said. “Then what 
are your plans, Conchita? Does your father mean to return to 
New York?” 
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*‘No. The climate up there is too fierce. He is going to practice 
law with a countryman of ours in New Orleans, Jos^ Mendez 
speaks English, but my father knows much more law. And there 
are many people of our tongue in New Orleans. They are think- 
ing, too, of establishing a Spanish newspaper in the city. Naturally 
I shall go with him,.'' 

Ross frowned. 

"This Mdndez," he said morosely; “is he young?" 

“Yes — and very handsome. Are you jealous, my Ross?” 

“Yes. But then, I don't think you'll go to New Orleans. I think 
you're going to stay here — ^with me." 

“With you?" Conchita breathed; “how is that, my Ross?" 

“Does not a wife," Ross said gently, “usually stay with her 
husband?" 

Conchita turned her face away from him suddenly, and Ross 
saw her shoulders shake, 

“Conchita!" he said, “Muneca mtfl — ^what's wrong?" 

“Nothing that I can explain," she sobbed. “Oh, Ross — Ross, I 
was so hoping that you would not ask me — that." 

Ross stared at her in pure amazement. 

“Why not?" Then slowly, laboriously, he got it out: “Is there 
— someone else?" 

“Oh, no! No one in this world but you. I love you, Ross. So 
very much do I love you! But — I cannot marry you. . . ." 

“Why?" Ross demanded. “Why not, Conchita miaT* 

“That," she whispered, “is a thing you must not even ask. But 
believe me, Ross, it is only because I cannot — no other reason " 

“There's a reason, all right," Ross said grimly. “A very simple 
reason. . . 

“And that is?" Conchita murmured. 

“You don't love me," Ross said bitterly. 

“I don't love you!" Conchita exclaimed “I, who cried ail night 
after I saw her in your arms! I, who've thought of nothing, of no 
one but you, from the moment I first saw you! Where is he now? 
I ask myself. WTiiat is he doing? Oh, Ross, Ross . . She bent 
down her head and gave way to a wild torrent of sobs. 

Ross put out his zxms and drew her to him. 

“Don't cry, muneca m/a," he murmured. “Don't cry over me. 
I'm not worth it. And whatever this thing is that prevents you 



from marrying me, well find a way around it— because youVe 
got tobemine.'' 

*‘I am yours/* Conchita wept; *ln my heart I am yours. But I 
cannot come to you, my Ross. I have not the deceit— nor the dis- 
honesty. ,. /* 

'‘Now you*re talking foolishness. You're an angel, Conchita, and 
angels can never be either deceitful or dishonest." 

"I can," Conchita said. **1 have been — even with you." 

■ "Rubbish," Ross said. "No more tears, now." Then gently he 
bent and kissed her mouth, 

Conchita kissed him back with haunting, passionate tenderness, 
kissing him even after he had attempted to draw away, then swing- 
ing at last against the circle of his arms, her green eyes bright 
with tears. 

"Now,” she whispered, "now you must go. This of the kissing 
is too much — too much. I have much shame for the way I feel 
now. . . .” 

"I— I'll see you again?" Ross asked. 

"If you do not,” Conchita said, "I think that I will die!” 

"And yet,” Ross said wonderingly, "you will not marry me " 

"I cannot marry you,” Conchita corrected. "Now kiss me 
quickly, and go— while I can still bear it. . . 

There was probably no more confused and puzzled young 
man in the whole state of Mississippi than the man who guided 
the mare Nancy away from the towering oaks of Camellia Hill 

The next night, Ross Pary rode away from Finiterre, slumped 
far over in his saddle from weariness. Even he was surprised at 
the immense amount of work that had been accomplished. The 
underpinnings, hand-hewn from native cypress, were already 
in place, and the massive timbers were beginning to rise. Within 
a week, the framework of Finiterre would be in place. There was 
no doubt that by fall, Finiterre would be completed. 

So sure was Lance Brittany of this that he had already ordered 
the rarest materials from France, England and Italy. From the 
ancient craftsmen of Europe would come the marble mantels 
which would adorn every room, the delicate glass for the side 
and fanlights of the doors, the crystal chandeliers, and the bronze 
ones with their hand-etched blown glass globes, the gay Brussels 
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carpets, the iiand-blocked wallpaper, the tall tier mirrors with 
gold-leaf frames, the silver knobs and other fittings for t^^ 
doors> the gold window cornices, the elaborately carved and 
richly upholstered mahogany and rosewood furniture, the heavy 
brocade draperies, the exquisite hand-woven lace curtains, the 
bronzes, the marble pieces of sculpture, the books that would 
fill the library shelves, the silver plate, that would gleam from, 
handsome sideboards, and the delicate china and crystal that 
would grace the banquet tables. It had cost, literally, a fortune. 

Ross, in his turn had ordered considerable materials for his 
own place, cutting comers wherever he could to save expense. 
His silver for instance had been ordered from Kirk of Balti- 
more, and the bulk of his furniture from small shops in New 
Orleans. It was being made to his own sketches, and though it 
would be quite as handsome as the Brittanys', it would cost 
only a fraction as much as theirs did. Then, since Moonrise, 
with its fifteen rooms, would be only half the size of the massive 
Finiterre, his expenses were considerably less to start with. 

In one thing only did Lance Brittany have the advantage: 
labor. He could afford to detach a large number of slaves from the 
fields and keep them working in shifts on his new house until it 
was too dark to see. Even though Moonrise was much smaller and 
less elaborate, Ross doubted that he could have it done before 
Christmas. 

Oh well, he thought, 111 have comfortable enough lodgings. 
Wonder how David is coming along? Shame to keep Tom out 
in that miserable shack the Negroes threw together for him, 
and it not even finished yet. But he seems to enjoy it. Tom 
always was a hardy soul. ... 

He was surprised, when he came to his new dwelling place, 
to see the lamps on the second floor glowing out of curtained 
windows. He tied Nancy to the hitching post and went up the 
stairs. He opened the door and stood still. 

'‘Surprise!** Jennie and Annis chomsed. 

The rooms were finished. They smelled of paint, and every- 
thing was in place. And they were so clean that they shone. 
They looked lovely, Ross had to admit. There were even flowers 
in the vases, and atll the furniture had been rubbed and polished. 
Of course, David and the Negroes had done their work well, 
with plaster and paint and wallpaper, but the arrangement of 
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the pieces, the lacy bows upon the curtains, the flowers and count- 
less other delicate details bespoke the touch of ieminine hands. 

'‘Thanks, girls,” Ross said. 'It sure does look nice. . . 

“Nicel” Annis said; "it’s lovely. Oh, Ross, why didn’t you save 
a rooni' for me?” 

“Youll have a room,” Ross said, "at Moonrise— before Christ- 
mas, too. And you and Tom, Jen, will have a whole apartment.” 

"Maybe,” Jennie said, and the bitterness in her voice caused 
Ross to look at her. Jennie’s face, he saw, was terribly strained, 
and the corners of her mouth were trembling. 

"What’s the matter, Jen?” he asked. "Anything wrong?” 

Jennie shot a rapid, sidelong glance at Annis; then, with impres- 
sive control she turned and smiled at Ross’s sixteen-year-old 
sister. 

"Annis, dear,” she said, "how about making some coffee? Ross 
looks like he needs refreshment.” 

"I do,” Ross groaned. "Lord, I’m tired!” 

Annis ran off toward the kitchen, happy to be of service. 

"Now, Jen?” Ross said. 

"I rode out to Moonrise,” Jennie said despondently, fighting 
against her tears. "I wanted to see the place. I wanted to see Tom. 
And the place is lovely, Ross. Tom has done well. It's unbeliev- 
able how much of it he already has plowed. . . 

"But you didn’t see Tom,” Ross surmised; "and therefore you 
think . . 

"No, Ross, I did see him — ^and I know. She was there, sitting 
on that black mare she calls Satana, dressed in one of those riding 
habits that manage to look positively indecent on her even 
though they do cover her up.” 

"So she was there,” Ross said crossly; "maybe she was looking 
for me.” 

"No, Ross. Though, if she had found you instead, it would have 
made little difference to her. And Ross — ” Jennie’s voice dropped 
down into near silence, "she sidled that horse up to Tom’s while 
I was watching, and put up her arms to him. He--— he kissed her 
— hard. Oh, Ross, I-— ■ 

"Now, Jen,” Ross said comfortingly, "don’t take on so over 
that. Morgan’s a tempting little witch, and Tom is a bit of a 
devil. Still . . 
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■1 didn't stay to see what went on after that,*' Jennie said. 

should have, though. I should have waited. Then I should have 
taken my crop and — ** 

. “Jennie!** 

“Sorry. I hate her. She's evil. There's no limit to the things 
she'll do. And married to a fine man like Mister Brittany. Don't 
you see, Ross — that somebody's going to die for her adulteries? 
And I don't want it to be Tom?" 

“I will have to look into this," Ross said grimly. "'Don't worry, 
Jen, I'll straighten Tom out." 

“Don't get tangled up in her web yourself," Jennie said, her 
voice flat, toneless, terrible. “I should hate to have you both 
destroyed because of her." 

“Coffee's ready!" Annis sang out from the kitchen. ""Come and 
get it!" 

The last days of March flew by, then all of April, and Finiterre 
had reached a recognizable shape. It was the talk of Natchez; 
people rode out to see it, and sat in the carriages to watch the 
work. Ross took advantage of this interest to display in the win- 
dow of his office a large drawing of how the house would look 
when completed and immediately the orders began pouring in. 
Ross found himself so busy that he had to hire three assistant 
draftsmen, and still the work on Moonrise suffered. 

He was, at this time, much too busy to be really unhappy; but 
his life existed in a kind of noisy vacuum. Conchita refused 
absolutely to become his wife, and Tom, when questioned about 
Morgan, told him flatly to attend to his own damned business. 
The trouble was, Ross knew, that with the bulk of his land lying 
on the Louisiana side of the river, Lance Brittany was away from 
home far too much of the time. Ross was sure that Tom rode up 
to Buena Vista to see Morgan, but he had neither the time nor 
the inclination to do anything about it. 

If only Moonrise were finished! Then he could make Tom see 
the wisdom of marrying Jennie at once. As it was, he could only 
wait. And late in June, Conchita and her father were to leave 
for New , Orleans. ■ ■ 

Of course, New Orleans was not very far away. He could manage 
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to get down there to see her. But still there was Jos^ Mendez 
who had already been up to Natchez to call upon her. Ross was 
sick with worry, thinking about it. So as a remedy, he threw him- 
self into Ms work. Now, Moonrise, too, was beginning to take 
shape, and the foundations had been laid for five other great 
houses. These years were times of unrivaled prosperity for the 
cotton planters, and the money from commissions poured in. 

Out on the Brittany place, the kiln roared day and night burn- 
ing brick, and a small steam-driven sawmill, which Ross had bor- 
rowed from his own lumber mill, sawed the seasoned timber into 
planks. The slaves cut tongues and grooves by hand, and labored 
long, carving the delicate leaf and vine motifs of the Corinthian 
columns with chisel and maul. The outbuildings rose quickly 
around it: the stables, the bam, the tool sheds, the smoke house, 
the slave quarters, even the delicately latticed garden house. . . . 

Moonrise grew more slowly, but it rose with such exquisite 
purity of line that soon the carriages were stopping before it, 
too. And Ross Pary knew no sleep from one week end to the 
next. 

Then, late in May, Natchez and New Orleans alike went wild 
with excitement. Early in the month, a little flotilla of three 
ships: the brig Susan Loud, commanded by Colonel Robert 
Wheat of New Orleans; the bark Georgina, and the steamer 
Creole, under the command of General Narcisco Ldpez, with 
Colonel Bunch and Lieutenant-Colonel Smith, both of Missis- 
sippi, as his seconds, had sailed from New Orleans toward 
their rendezvous at the islands of Murgeres and Contoy, off the 
coast of Yucatan. They had six hundred well armed men aboard, 
and made the islands without difficulty. There they had landed, 
and had begun their practice drill. 

But now, the news that poured into Natchez from Cuba was 
all bad. Forty men mutinied and were left behind on Contoy 
Island. L6pez herded all the rest into the Creole and sailed 
for the port of Cardenas, where the Creole promptly went 
aground in the harbor. 

The impetuous filibusterers decided upon an attack in spite 
of this unforeseen accident. But the Spanish had had time. 
L6pez took the barracks and the railroad station by storm but 
lost more than half his company, including Colonel Wheat 
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aad Colonel O’Hara of Kentucky, both of whom were seriously 
wounded. And the Spanish armies were on the march. 

Ldpez pulled the remainder of the troops off, refloated 
the Creole, and sailed for eastern Cuba. But on the way, he met 
the mighty battleship Fizzaro, and had to run his gunless steamer 
toward the Florida Keys. He made Key West by the skin of his 
teeth. 

But the forty men left on Contoy.were now in the dungeon 
of Mono Castle in Havana, and the Spaniards had announced 
their intention of hanging them. The American Minister to 
Spain, Daniel M, Baninger of North Carolina, was working 
day and night to save their lives, and the whole South was 
screaming for war with Spain. 

Conchita could not even talk about the Contoy prisoners 
without crying. 

**you do not know the Spanish,” she told Ross. “Those men 
will not know an hour free from torture! And to think they 
went to set us free. . . 

There were Natchez men among the prisoners, Ross knew; 
but despite his love for Conchita, Ross shared Lance Brittany’s 
much greater concern about the outcome of the convention to 
be held by the slaveholding states in Nashville in June. Many 
of the delegates, he knew, were set to propose secession. And 
secession meant war. 

War with Spain, a foreign power, was one thing. But war with 
the North, with men of the same heritage, often of blood kin- 
ship, who spoke the same language, was a thing too terrible 
to contemplate. Most of Nachez felt the same way as he did 
about it. 

In the little, informal parties that Ross gave at his lodgings, 
the talk was sharp and explosive. Tempers frayed rapidly under 
the tension. Many times only Ross’s diplomacy prevented an 
exchange of cards. 

“This is a lovely place you have here,” Morgan said, as she 
sipped her sherry. Lance nodded in agreement. 

: “Yes, very,” he said. 

Morgan looked at Conchita, sitting gracefully in one of the 
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gilt chairs, and her black eyes narrowed even as her lips smiled. 

*‘You like it, don’t you?’- she said. ‘'Oh, I know you speak 
English. Jane Montclifie told me.” 

“Yes,” Conchita said simply, “I like it very much.”' 

.“But then,” Morgan, drawled, looking around at the other 
guests, “you must have been here many times before— under 
less crowded circumstances. . . 

“Morgan!” Lance began; but Gonchita waved a small, grace- 
ful hand, 

“Perhaps I have, Sehora,” she said evenly; “perhaps, even 
as you’ve said — many times. But you’ll agree that our host is a 
very charming man — in crowds, or — alone.” 

“Especially alone,” Morgan smiled. “I should think that he 
could be most attentive when he did not have to divide his 
hospitality among so many.” 

Gonchita looked her full in the face, then very slowly she 
smiled. 

“The possibility exists, does it not, Sehora — that you could 
be very right?” 

Lance Brittany threw back his head and roared. 

“Bested, by God!” he said. “That’ll teach you, Morgan, to 
study your foe more carefully before you measure his steel. 
Now you’ve found out exactly nothing, and had your suspicions 
increased. Be good, won’t you?” 

“I could find out,” Moi'gan said sullenly, “if I wanted to. 
The matter really doesn’t interest me.” 

“I’m leaving for Nashville, tomorrow,” Lance said heavily. 
“I only hope I can get a few of those fire-eating fools to listen 
to me. This slavery question can be solved. We’ve existed a long 
time slave and free. Don’t see why we can’t go on like that.” 

“Because slavery is unjust,” Morgan said tartly. “You have no 
right to own a man, like a horse!” 

“My dear little abolitionist,” Lance mocked; “you have no 
right to own. a man like a slave. And don’t tell me you don’t 
want to. You'd like nothing better than to see me grovel at your 

Ross lifted the decanter of sherry. 

“Let’s drop this business of slavery, shall we?” he said. “I 
don’t know anything about politics or slavery or any such weighty 
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matters. Ail I know is houses. Well, Lance, what do you think 
of Finiterre, mow?*’ 

'lt*s going to be beautiful,” Lance said. *Tm growing impa- 
tient, Ross. Right now it looks like itll take forever.” 

“Youll live in it by September,” Ross told him. ”Now, if 
you’ll excuse me, Fd better go stir Wallace up.” 

•Wallace was a young mulatto whom Ross had bought as his' 
valet and house servant. Apart from a certain slowness, he was 
a very good man. 

A week later, Conchita rode out to Finiterre, and told Ross 
in Morgan’s presence, that she and her father were leaving for 
New Orleans in forty-eight hours. 

“You must spend them with me, mi alma/* she whispered, 
speaking very rapidly in Spanish; “you must not leave me for an 
instant I” 

“Yes,” Ross said, “I’ll spend them with you — them and many 
more. Because whenever I can, Fll come to New Orleans. Ill 
keep on coming until you forget this foolishness about not 
marrying me. . . 

Then he bent down and kissed her. 

Morgan laughed. 

“How touching!” she said. “Really, Ross, you’ve become a man 
of parts. What did she say?” 

“That I am leaving, Senora,” Gonchita said quietly; “that 
you have no longer any hindrance to your designs.” Then she 
brought her crop down upon her horse’s flank, and bounded ofl, 
across the fields. 

As he looked at himself in the mirror that last night, adjust- 
ing the black cravat with the gold fleur de iis embroidered in it, 
Ross Pary’s face was bleak. Nothing he had said, no persuasion, 
no entreaties, had been able to sway Conchita one iota from 
her consistent refusals to marry him. Nor had he been able to 
discover the reasons for it. 

Gonchita was the most complete woman be had ever known, 
gay and sad by turns, mocking and tender, and always, even 
in ' her most ■ tender moments, astonishingly intelligent. Her 
judgment of people, Ross had discovered, was devastatingly 
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exact. And when she joined Jennie in her condemnation of 
Morgan ■ Brittany,, Ross, who rather liked Morgan despite her 
ways, was more than a little swayed by it. 

Ross gave the black cravat a final touch, and picked up his 
hat.. He was about to go down the stairs when Wallace came 
into the room. 

*‘Man downstairs want to see you, sir/’ he said. “Colored 
man, off the Brittany place.” 

“Send him up,” Ross said. Damn it all, he thought, what did 
Morgan want now? 

The Negro who entered the room a moment later, was 
dressed in the fine livery of a Brittany house servant. He stood 
there, hat in hand, looking at Ross. 

“Well,” Ross said harshly, “speak up, man! What is it?” 

“Miz Morgan say you come right now,” the man got out. “Say 
there’s trouble. Say she need your help!” 

“Oh, damn!” Ross groaned. “Tell her — ” Then he thought 
the better of it. Maybe Morgan was in some kind of trouble. He 
wouldn’t put it past her. Very slowly he turned to Wallace. 

“Ride out to Camellia Hill,” he said, “and tell Miss Izquierdo 
that I’m going to be delayed. Tell her not to worry, I’ll be there 
a little later.” 

Then he put on his tall hat and marched down the stairs. It 
was only a few minutes’ ride to Buena Vista, which stood 
scarcely a mile beyond Natchez itself. A Negro appeared and took 
the reins, but Ross told him to wait there with Nancy, as he’d 
be out in a few minutes. The little groom smiled. He apparently 
had his doubts. 

Cato opened the door for Ross and bowed deeply. 

“Missy say you come right on upstairs, Marse Ross,” he said. 
“She ’specting you.” 

Ross gave the butler his hat and started up the broad stairway, 
frowning. Lance was still in Nashville, and he didn’t like this. 
Damn it, he didn’t like it at all. He had reached the upper hall, 
when he heard a piercing shriek, and a Negro girl came dashing 
out of one of the doors, holding a hand from which blood 
gushed from a hideous wound. 

“That you, Ross?” Morgan’s voice sounded pleasantly. “Come 
in, won’t you?” 
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Ross walked slowly through the doorway, but just inside he 
stopped. Morgan was seated before her mirror clad in a gown 
of black lace. She was brushing out her long black hair, and 
her reflection smiled at him out of the mirror. The gown, Ro^s 
decided, was intended for sleeping — or seduction, his mind 
added bitterly. Tor the black lace was devastatingly transparent, 
or just as devastatingly opaque, depending upon where you 
looked, or how Morgan ■ moved, or what she intended to con- 
ceal, or what to display. 

“Come here, darling/* she drawled. “You’ve kept me waiting 
so long.’* 

Ross walked very slowly over to where she sat. When he 
was close, he looked down at her dressing table , and saw: a large; 
pair of scissors, bloodied ' half the length of their blades. 

“You did that! You — stabbed that girl!** 

“The wench annoyed me/* Mor^n said easily. “I don’t like 
being annoyed. Incidentally you*ve annoyed; me a. great deal 
yourself of late, parading that off color Cuban wench around 
before my eyes!** 

“That/* Ross said flatly, “is none of your damned business, 
Morgan. What did you want? Your man said you were : in 
trouble?’* 

“Trouble?” Morgan said. “Oh, yes— ~I was troubled. I was 
lonely, Ross, darling. That’s why I wanted you here.” 

“Well I’ll be a ” Ross got out, and whirled to leave -the: 

room. But Morgan sprang up as graceful as a slim cat, and 
caught his arms. 

“Don’t go, Ross,” she breathed,' something like terror in her 
eyes. “I can’t stay alone! I hate being alone— I — I hear thingsl” 

“Rubbish!” Ross snapped. 

“It’s not rubbish! It’s true, I tell you — ^it’s true!” Her voice 
rose to such a despairing wail that Ross looked at her closely. 
Either Morgan was a consummate actress, or she was telling the 
truth. There was terror in the depths of her black eyes, now, 
naked: and terrible. 

“Don’t you have something you could take?” he asked. “Some- 
thing .to make you sleep?” ' 

■; “Brandy helps a little/* Morgan said. “But there is one thing 
that never fails.” 
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'*What’s that?*^ Ross demand^^ 

*‘111 tell yon later/* Morgan whispered. “First have a brandy 
with me. . . /* ' 

“All right/* Ross growled; “but I can only stay a little while. 
Fm expected. . . 

“Conchita/* Morgan said. “Conchita of the sea green eyes, 
and the sultry, tropic walk. Conchita, whose father is too^ 
ancient and too feeble to guard her properly, or even to keep 
her out of the very chic rooms of one Ross Pary.** 

“That*s enough of that, Morgan/* Ross said. 

“Yes, it is. Fm sick of her. Even talking about her makes me 
sick.** She turned away from him, swirling the midnight mist of 
her gown and pulled the bell cord. “Bring a decanter of brandy,” 
she said to the Negro who appeared, “then see that we are not 
disturbed — not for anybody.** 

Ross watched her slim fingers, a few minutes later, pouring 
the brandy, and wondered at the force of her enchantment. She 
had played a trick on him but for the life of him, he could not 
hate her. Nobody could hate that slim curving grace, showing 
now and again like new snow with dawn flush upon it, caught 
up in that magic net. 

But, when she gave him the brandy, he stared at it. Morgan 
had filled two great, bell-shaped goblets to the brim. People 
Ross knew, usually drank such potent stuff out of thimble- 
sized goblets. He looked at her. 

“What*s the matter?** she taunted, “afraid?** 

Ross Pary was afraid, mortally afraid, and he knew it. But 
all his life he had been cursed with pride. So he lifted the 
goblet and drained it, and Morgan matched him, putting her 
goblet down empty beside his own. 

“Another?** she said easily; but Ross shook his head. 

“No!** he got out on a strangled breath, “for the love of God, 

nor 

But in an incredibly short time he could feel the subtle 
poison of the brandy creeping along all his veins. He watched 
in growing astonishment while Morgan downed two more with- 
out blinking. Then, very slowly, she stood up. 

“Come here, Ross,** she said. 

And I, Ross thought, am flesh and blood, not stone. Conchita’s 
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waiting./.I iiave, to go. . . . Unsteadily iie got . to Ms feet;,, but, ' 
before be could move, Moigan was against Mm,' twisting ■ her 
mouth into his. Ross brought Ms hands up to break her grip, 
but they refused to work that way. Instead they crept around her 
waist and, tightened, wMle she clung her mouth to Ms and 
moaned somewhere deep in her throat like a feline she-thing, and 
the thunders awoke in Ms blood. 

He broke free finally, and Morgan leaned back against the 
circle of his arms and smiled up at him. Then she put her mouth 
to Ms again and strained against him, and one of her hands went 
away from him, and came back again and Ross felt something 
pressing into his side— something hard. He tore his mouth away 
from hers and looked down. 

Morgan had a little pistol in her hand Both of its hammers 
were cocked and her finger lay on the trigger, trembling a little. 

“What the devil Ross began. 

“Now,” Morgan said, “you will not go to her. Youll stay here 
with me, tonight. All night. And there won*t be any noises in 
the dark. . . 

Ross stared at her. He could feel the anger rising in him. He 
tightened his grip on her and swept her up into his arms, ignor- 
ing the little pistol. Then he walked over to the great four- 
poster bed and put her down upon it, and knelt beside it, look- 
ing at her. 

“This is what you want of me?” he said brusquely. 

Morgan looked at him, holding the little pistol very steadily 
pointed at his heart. Then suddenly, wildly, she began to laugh. 

“No!” she said. “Not of you nor of any other man. Why, 
you conceited little beast!” Then, just as abruptly, her mood 
changed. 

“Come here, Ross,” she whispered, and lifting her free hand, 
drew Mm down to her, raising hfr mouth to his, tormenting his 
lips with aching tenderness, her %ft hand holding hard about 
his waist, her nails digging in so that he could feel them even 
through Ms dothing, while the muzzle of the little pistol bruised 
his':'fiesh.':, 

■ “God!” Ross gro.aned, “merciful God!” 

.■,He.,had. ,'to, 'end it somehow, and then, . suddenly, ::ConcMta*s 
words ca.me'''back, to Mm. ■ An ethical man '.has choices.:; . He ..can. 
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deddCv for instance, when the shame of living outweighs the 
indignity of dying. He can make the decision. And he can never 
be any woman^s creature, any woman's toy. ... 

He hurled himself up and away from her, but Morgan did 
not fire. Instead, as though she had forgotten Mm, she rose 
from the bed and began to dance. Ross lay there, propped up on 
one elbow, watching her. Then, after a while, the rhythm, of 
that dance came over to him. He could hear the notes of it, 
printing themselves out in the air before his eyes. It had no 
melodic line; it was crashing, savage, atonal. The music that 
Morgan danced to, the savage, silent music was there, inside his 
mind; and he could hear it almost physically in his ears like a 
far-off accompaniment. He saw her whirl, the black gown swirling 
out, waist high, so that her flesh beneath it was dazzlingly white 
against that mist of darkness. 

He stared at her, etching the notes into the tissues of his 
brain, then in frantic haste he sprang up from the bed, less in 
fear of Morgan, or of dying, than that he should forget before 
he should reach home, before he could get to the piano. He 
had to put it down, before it could be lost. Morgan's music — 
this wild, enchanted strain. 

He started across the room, and she fell against him, sobbing 
with exhaustion, and found Ms mouth again in the half dark- 
ness and again bewildered his blood, and clung to him and wept 
so that her mouth quivered upon Ms, and her body, slow-writh- 
ing, working against Ms, and all his senses drowning again in 
the surf pounding of his blood, his arms tightening around her 
in quick, ferocious jerks until the breath was gone from her 
and the resistance and the will; and lifting the little pistol, she 
shot him. 

Ross felt the bullet tear through low on his left side and far 
out so that it merely creased his flesh, making a wound that 
was ugly, in appearance, but not dangerous. He swayed back 
away from her and moved out of the room, and Morgan stood 
there looking after him, holding the little pistol still smoking 
in her hands and making a sound in her throat that started 
out like low, wild laughter and ended in crying. 

He went out of the room and ail the way down the stairs he 
could hear in his mind the sound of that music. 
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The little Negro brought his mare and heiped him to mount, 
looking at him ifi wonder and fear. Ross sat in the saddle, trying 
to hold himself upright; but he reeled drunkeniy, and gave 
Nancy her head, knowing that she would take Mm home. He put 
his right hand out against the pommel of the saddle and fingered 
the notes, humming them to himself, but he found it impossible 
to caiTy the strain, because the music lacked both melody and 
harmony. All it had was rhythm, pulsating and wild, almost 
monotonously repetitious, with an infinity of accented, staccato 
beats; but the music itself was wildly exciting — as electrifying 
as Morgan herself. 

He got down painfully from the mare in front of his lodgings, 
and letting the reins trail untied over the hitching post, lurched 
up the stairway. He had to stop three times to rest, but doggedly 
he persisted in his climb. The lamps were on in the parlor, and 
he half turned to call Wallace to prepare the hot water and 
the bandages that would stop the slow seeping of his blood; 
but, as he did so, he saw Conchita. She was stretched out upon 
the blue sofa, fast asleep. 

Ross stared at her a long moment, then moved over to the 
piano and sat down. He flexed Ms long fingers, feeling for the 
notes; then, after a little stumbling, he had them. He played 
the music very softly, pausing now and again to write the notes 
he had played, and the music took hold of him so that he played 
it with verve and fury, hammering the chords, accenting the 
beats, until Morgan’s music filled the whole room. 

He felt in the midst of it the soft hands upon his shoulders, 
but the music would not let Mm go. He continued to hammer at 
the keys drunk with brandy and the rhythm of the music until 
Conchita reached over his shoulder and snatched the score away 
from him, crying: 

‘“No, no! It’s her music! Hers!” 

Then as he turned with drunken gravity upon the stool, she 
tore it very slowly and neatly and with ceremonious care into little 
bits and scattered them over the floor. 

““It’s hers, my Ross,” she said. ‘‘As evil as she is. Terrible like 
her. You must not give it to the world.” 

Ross stood up, reeling upon his feet, more from the brandy 
than from the wound, which had stopped its bleeding. He took 
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a step toward GoncMta, his anns outstretched. Then slowly and 
with great dignity, he bowed to her, but at the end of it, he 
could not straighten up, but continued downward, hearing 
through the darkness, Conchita’s high, hysterical cry: 

"‘Ross! Rossi Jesu y Maria Santissima, he is killed!’* 

: He lay on the' floor in the pit of the sick whirlpool, trying to 
speak to her, trying to say, “I’m not hurt, it’s only brandy, I’m 
not—-” but he couldn’t get the words out, and Conchita knelt 
beside him staring at the little dark splotch of blood upon his 
clothes and wailing: 

“Mi alma — my soul, do not leave me where is it the pistol 
tell me where, oh corazdn mio, where, that I may use it that I may 
go with thee Oh where . . 

Then she fell across him in a shuddering heap and he went 
out softly on the ebb of darkness. 



Chapter 5 


"‘CoNCHiTA,” Ross said, ‘‘it is nothing. One does not pre- 
occupy oneself over such a scratch.*' 

“I did not know it was so small. And now I have a great 
annoyance with you for frightening me so, I thought you were 
dead. I was screaming like a demented one when Wallace came 
in and took you up. I was searching for a pistol with which to 
blow out my brains. Fortunately, I did not encounter one. When 
Wallace showed me you lived, I felt such a fooll" 

Ross put out his hand and caught hers, holding it gently. He 
looked at her with grave tenderness. 

“You would have died because of me?” he said. 

“Yes, But then I am one crazy little bird, no?” 

“Yes. Crazy. Mad. Insane. You wanted to kill yourself be- 
cause you thought I was dead; but you will not bring me happi- 
ness while I live.” 

Conchita looked away from him out of the window, 

“Always you use the wrong words, my heart. Not %ili not’; 
but can not. The difference is immense.” 

Ross's long fingers tightened about her hand. 

“Why can't you, munecita7\ he said. 

“That is a little history. And it is part of the big history of 
Cuba. Someday I will tell you. Someday when I am strong 
enough not to die when you scorn me.” 

Ross:' raised himself up on one elbow and stared , at her. 
/....“When I .scorn .you?” he said. “Now I know. you. are mad!” 

“Perhaps.” She ■ bent ■ down the:n .and kissed his mouth, the 
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toudi o£ her lips so delicate that the sensation was more imagined 
than felt. “Ross, why did she shoot you?“ 

“She had three great copas of brandy, this big. And brandy 
whispers strange things into the mind. For instance, it told her 
to dance. That is where I got the idea for that music.“ 

“Yes. It was very like her. Wild and hideous — like her heart. 
But she is beautiful, herself; disgracefully beautiful. Tell me, 
Ross — does she dance weU?“ 

“Sufficiently. I donY know. I’m not a good Judge of those 
things.” 

“It is strange that she should dance for you, and I should 
not. For I am a dancer. That’s why we left New York.” 

“Riddles again,” Ross groaned. “You left New York because 
you are a daheer?” 

“Yes. We have very little money, and I wanted to go on the 
stage as a dancer. There was a great impresario who saw me 
dance the flamenco, and made me an offer. Father was horrified. 
Then there was this of Narciso L6pez, and at the same time a 
letter from Jos^ Mendez, so father decided to bring me South. 
The rest you know. . . . Shall I dance for you?” 

“No. Later, perhaps. Now I’d rather you sat here and held my 
hand.” He started suddenly, an expression of concern in his 
eyes. “Conchita!” he said; “you should not be here! You were 
supposed to be in New Orleans today with your father. . . 

“I know,” she said simply, “But I am not in New Orleans 
with my father. I am here with you, which is nicer. Ever so much 
nicer.” 

“But your father — 

“Received this morning before you awakened a note from me, 
telling him that you had been gravely injured — in my behalf, 
and that I was attending you together with your sister. He wrote 
back that he would await me in New Orleans, but that I must 
be careful of my reputation.” 

“But Conchita, almost none of that is true!” 

* You would have me be so unkind as to worry him?” Conchita 
asked. “Kindness is sometimes better than truth.” 

Ross looked at her, shaking his head. 

“I don’t understand you,” be said. “I don’t understand you at 
all” 
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“Don’t try to,” Conchita said tremulously. “Just love me. That 

is sufficient/' 

“But what are you going to say if my sister or Jennie should 
come? Or even some stranger? I assure you that a scandal of 

formidable size would arm itself!" 

“If they should come, they would not enter. Wallace has been 
instructed to say that you have gone to New Orleans— with me 
So, my Ross, you are now my prisoner. And I shall devise tor- 
tures for you— such as having to kiss me a thousand times. . . .” 

“What a little liar you arel” Ross laughed. “Well, shall we 
commence the torture?" 

“I have not lied to you,” Conchita said seriously. “I cannot. 
If I could, I should be your Senora by now. As for the torture- 
let us wait until you are a little stronger, and it is a little 

darker. ..." 

Wallace came in then with a bowl of steaming soup. Conchita 

took it from him and began to feed Ross carefully, tenderly, as 
though he were a child. 

Marse !R.oss, W^allace said, "Xhere was a lady downstairs." 
Ross sat up. 

"What lady, Wallace?" he denoanded. 

"That black haired lady— Miz Brittany. I told her you wasn't 
here, that you gone to Newawleans; but she wouldn't believe me. 
Said you couldn t. Said you was hurt too bad. Had to do some 
tail talking, 'cause she kind of took me by surprise, I mean her 
knowing that you was hurt. . . 

"So?" Ross said. 

So I told her that Miss Conchita took you away in a carriage, 
with a doctor, and I didn't know when you’d be back." 

Good! Conchita laughed. ** Wallace has also the talent for 
falsehoods, does he not, Ross?" 

“Show me a Negro who doesn't," Ross grinned. “Go on, Wal- 
lace." , ' • ■ ■ ' ■ 

“That's all, suh. Except that she swore something awful, and 
got back on that black horse of hers and hit it with her crop so 
hard it screamed. Then she rode off real fast, and that was the 
last;I''Seen''of:her/''' 

“Thank God," Ross breathed. 



‘‘I wish/V said ‘grimly, “that I had answered the 

door, so that I could have taken the crop away from her and 
beat her and beat her and beat her!“ 

'“Gonchitar* 

“She shot you, did she not? For that not even a beating would 
be enough. I should like to scratch out both her eyes!” 

Ross looked at Wallace, standing there with his mouth hang- 
ing open. 

“You may go now, Wallace,” he said quietly; “and you haven’t 
heard Mrs. Brittany’s name mentioned, you understand? You 
haven’t seen her in weeks.” 

Wallace stared at him a moment, then he grinned. 

“Yassuh, Marse Ross,” he said; “from now on I’m deaf, dumb, 
and blindr* Then, still chuckling, he left the room. 

Conchita took up the spoon again and fed Ross the rest of 
the soup. The light slanted into the window at an acute angle, 
and Ross realized that it must be late, evening, that he must 
have slept most of the day. His side ached dully, but his mind 
was clear. And, now, after eating the soup, he felt much stronger. 
Still, he made no attempt to get up, but stretched out lazily, 
smiling up at Conchita, 

“Tell me about Cuba,” he said. 

Conchita put the empty bowl on the table, and coming 
around to the other side of the bed, lay down beside him, pillow- 
ing her head on his shoulder. For a moment Ross felt a sense 
of shock, but he dismissed it Conchita was fully clothed, and 
such actions apparently had no significance to her, 

“It is beautiful,” she said, closing her eyes; “so beautiful. 
When first you see it the beaches are very white, and the water 
that sweeps them is like emerald and also like milk upon its 
edges. And the great ceibas are huge and dark green and under 
them it is so cool, even in the heat of the day. There are bamboos 
very slim and tall, with fine leaves but growing so close together 
that you cannot see the sun through them, and mangoes, too, 
with little pinkish yellow blossoms and afterwards the fruit like 
all the sweetness in the world. 

“We have there oranges, and many vegas of tobacco, and cocoa, 
and coconut palms, and wine palms, and bunches of pldtanos 
— the fruit that you call bananas, and the coffee shrub, and 
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papayas so big that it seems always that they will break the little 
stems that hold them to the trees. And whole seas of cane with 
the ingenios, the mills, flaunting banners of smoke, like great 
ships tied down in the midst of earth. And the old, old cities, 
Habana and' Trinidad, and Matanzas and Camagiiey, with, the 
old buildings that are poems frozen into stone, and the casas 
grandes of the rich with their patios, and flowers, and foun- 
tains; and the bohios of the poor, which are nothing but bam- 
boos tied together with thatched roofs over them, and chickens 
and pigs and naked children in the yards, and the bougainvillaea 
all over everything like clouds of heavy purple, and the church 
bells ringing the call to mass in the morning, and all the people 
moving in the streets — poets, countrymen, priests, soldiers, 
scoundrels, harlots and great ladies — ^and that is Cuba. . . 

“You loved it, didn’t you?” Ross said. 

“Like I love you. As fiercely. As tenderly. With all my heart.” 
Then, burying her face against his throat she began to cry. 

“Don’t, Conchita, don’t!” Ross groaned; “please don’t cry. , . 

But she cried very softly for a long time, and then her breath- 
ing smoothed and quieted and Ross saw that she was asleep. 
He kept very still so as not to disturb her until his whole body 
ached from keeping the same position, and outside the window 
the light spilled out of the sky and one star hung in the sky 
above his window and winked at him. 

Finally she stirred, and Ross bent down and kissed her, and 
she did not open her eyes but kissed him back, slowly, tenderly, 
endlessly until they knew both of them that the kissing was not 
enough. 

“Ross,” she breathed, “my Ross . . 

“You wish it?” he whispered. 

“Yes. And thou?” 

She had long since given over saying “you” to Ross, slipping 
easily and tenderly into the intimate “thee” and “thou,” which 
in Spanish establishes the closeness of a relationship once and 
for all. 

“I, also,”. Ross groaned; “but it is wrong — ^very wrong.” 

“Between us there can be no wrong. Only right. Now have 
done with the words, my own, for this of the waiting is a thing 
insupportable.':'.". ■ 
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“Oh, God—Conchita, I—’ Ross began, but she came up hard 
on both elbows and stopped his mouth. 


“Are you happy, my Ross?*' Gonchita whispered, 

; / “Terribly. And you?” 

“Insupportabiy. We are macho y hembra, no? Man and his 
mate. The primitive ones — the fierce ones— the tender,” 

“Gonchita , . 

“Kiss me, my Ross, for in a little while it will be light, and 
I must go before then.” 

“Why? Why must you go, Gonchita miaT* 

“That you do not see me. I have much shame of your seeing 
me. . . .” 

“Why? Mother of God, why?” 

“Because I am ugly. My body is ugly. I could not bear your 
looking at me. . . 

Instead of answering, Ross put out his hand to the night 
table, and groped until he found the box of sulphur matches. 
He lit one, holding it high. Instantly Gonchita snatched at the 
coverlet, drawing it up under her chin. Ross bent over to the 
lamp and lit it, adjusting the wick. The yellow glow spread 
softly through the room. 

“No, Rossi” Gonchita wept; “Oh, no, no, nol” 

But he put his hand on the coverlet and drew it down, and 
looked at her, seeing her slim, soft-cumng, utterly lovely except 
the hard, white circle of scars, that started upon the perfect, soft 
golden hillock of her left breast and traveled at intervals across 
her body, and down to a little below her waist. They were, 
he saw, the type of scars that a saber would make, or a broad- 
bladed dagger. There were seven of them. 

“This,” he said with gruff tenderness, “is of the little history 
that is part of the greater history of Cuba, isn*t it?” 

“Yes,” Gonchita sobbed. 

“And these are also the reasons you could not marry me?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then,” Ross said softly, “the reason is dead. For these are 
badges of honor. These are holy scars. . . Then bending down 
his head he kissed them every one. 
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^‘Ob, no, Rossr' she cried. *‘You do not understand. Oh, no— 
please, nor* , 

“Tell me about it/’ he said. 

She was crying so hard she could not speak, but he gathered 
her into his arms, and stroked the red-brown hair and kissed her 
mouth over and over again and after a while she quieted. 

“All right,” she said brokenly. “It is better that you know. For 
now, even though it will be ended, I will have had happiness a 
little. ... It goes back a long time — ^six years ago, when I was 
thirteen. . . . 

“There was a man. A dark man, a mulatto. He was called 
Diego Gabriel de la Concepcibn Vdldez, but he took the name 
PMcido. His life was sad, for not only was he of the blood of 
the blacks, but he was illegitimate, and his only love died of the 
cholera. ... By trade he was a maker of combs, and thus 
traveled much throughout the island. And little by little he could 
not support the sight of slavery. So he wrote poems about it, 
wonderful poems. In one of them he made his oath to be always 
the foe of the Spaniards, to stain his hands always with their 
blood, and then to die in front of their rifles and be free, 

“And he kept this oath of his. He was a friend of my father’s. 
I saw him often. My father was, you understand, in the first 
place, before he was a lawyer, an hacendado — a planter, you call 
it. And we had many slaves. But always this of the slaves was 
a thing that troubled my father, and he listened very carefully 
to Pldcido and also to Pimienta, and others of the free Negroes 
who had obtained an education. Izquierdo, they used to say, is 
one white man who is a friend of the blacks. Often they met at 
my father’s fmca, which in Cuba is a place more like what you 
call a farm than a plantation, for we grew many things there, 
not Just cane. ... 

“It was near Matanzas, Pidcido’s home, so we saw him most of 
all. Father was always kind to his blacks; but little by little he 
came to see that even kindness was not enough. It is good to 
be kind, of course; but kindness does not make up for the 
monstrous blasphemy of keeping and driving like beasts souls 
made in the image of Our Father, God. Father would have freed 
his blacks long ago, but he dared not. Men have been killed in 
Cuba for less than that. And Father was still a young man and 

[ 95 ] 



loved life. But finally the Spaniards dosed in upon this noble 
friend of ours. They arrested him in Santa Clara once, but could 
prove nothing. And then again in Trinidad, and finally in 
Matanzas, as one of the Conspirators of the Stairway, though 
actually they had nothing to do with a stairway except that 
after they were caught, the Spaniards swung all twenty-eight of 
them head down from beneath a staircase and beat them with 
whips until the blood ran down their faces and dripped on the 
floor. . . 

"Good Godr* 

"I have heard many tales,'' Conchita said, "of men who died 
under torture with their lips still sealed. They remain just 
that’— -tales. Give a Spaniard time enough, and a sufficiency of 
his favorite toys: the whip, the boot, the rack, the thumbscrew — 
and he'll extract a confession from the Holy Ghost. . . . Pldcido 
confessed. Pimienta confessed — ^he who used to play for me to 
dance by when I was a child. And on one of those days that are so 
beautiful in Matanzas, with a clear, blue sky and a plenitude 
of sun they marched them, tottering and weak and burdened 
down with chains, through a crowd of twenty thousand persons 
come from all of Cuba to see them die. ... 

"I was there — and I saw it. I could not turn away my eyes. 
And I learned then that nothing becomes a noble life better 
than the way of taking leave of it. They died well— all of them, 
refusing the blindfold and shouting 'Viva la LibertadV and stand- 
ing up tall and proud, those black and brown and yellow men, 
and Cuba libre was conceived that day, though it kicks still in 
the womb of tomorrow, waiting to be bom. . . 

"But the scars?" Ross asked. 

"I am coming to that. Father wept like a child as his friends 
died. He decided to free his blacks at once; but we were under 
the rule of Captain-General Leopold O'Donnell, whose records 
show he put to death thirteen hundred and forty-six Negroes, 
which only includes the ones he felt like counting, and does not 
include the hundreds of Cubans of other complexions he killed. 
It was impossible. So father waited, but all over the island the 
blacks kept rising, and a man named Jos^ Antonio Saco wrote 
a history of slavery that father read over and over again until 
he wore it out. And every month people were being beaten to 
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death, and shot, and hanged and strangled iintii father could 
stand it no longer. So, three years after Fldcido's death, he freed 
his .siaves. This, under the law, he could do. But. that,, did not 
stop our black-hearted Spanish Governor with the Irish name 
from declaring him a traitor, and confiscating our finca. . . 

She looked up at Ross, and her green eyes misted over with 
tears.' ' 

'‘Must I,'’ she begged, “tell you the rest of it?'’ 

“Yes,” Ross said. 'It's better told.” 

"At your orders. Schorl But first you must kiss me, for I 
think that no more after this will you kiss me, or think of me 
without shame. ...” 

"And I think,” Ross said, "that never again as long as I live 
will I be able to think of you without reverence, without wor- 
ship, without .. .” 

"Hush,” Conchita said; "do not say these words of me!’* 

Ross drew her to him and kissed her very tenderly, and the 
white scars upon her golden body glowed sharp and ugly in the 
lamplight. 

"Now,” she said, "now will I tell you. They drove us from the 
finca, the soldiers; but before we had gone many miles, others 
of them — the soldiers of Captain Juan Costa^ — waylaid us. He is 
a strange man, that Don Juan Costa — ^he tortures people to death 
lor pleasure, but he has to have violins to play him to sleep. He 
is of an enormity of fat, and of many strange practices, he 
will do anything for a daub of a painter, or a bad musician; 
but anyone else — ^Iie kills. He calls himself the patron of the 
arts; but the art of murder is his chief concern. ... 

"And his soldiers are like him in some ways. They — they beat 
my poor father into unconsciousness, and then seven of them, 
seven great, smelly, drunken beasts, dragged me down from my 
horse and away into a thicket of bamboo. Then — I cannot say it, 
Ross! I cannot I How does one become clean again, mi alma} 
What way exists of scraping off such filth from the lining of 
. one’s soul?” ' 

She looked at him, and the tears cascaded down her cheeks. 

"You made me tell you, Ross,” she sobbed; "it was not enough 
that I lay all night naked in your arms; i had to bare my heart 
as well; I had to strip my soul!” 



Ross put both his arms about her shoulders, shaking now 
with sobbing, and crushed her to him, kissing her eyes, her 
mouth, her' throat. 

‘‘Have no shame for this, chiquita mia/' he murmured. “The 
sin was not yours, and already you are free of it. Now it is gone, 
all gone, and you can stand up beside me before the priest, and 
wear your bridal white and none can gainsay you. I love you, Con- 
chita, and that is enough. That is more than enough — that is all 
we need. . . 

Conchita looked up at him, wonderingiy. 

“You’d marry me still,” she whispered, “knowing this?” 

“Try and stop me I” 

She lay very still in his arms and after a time she put up one 
hand and let the fingers of it stray lightly over his face as though 
she would outline the image of it, as though the tactile sense 
would somehow sharpen the memory of him. 

“Now,” she said gently, “I cannot stop you; but it cannot be 
for a long time yet. I cannot leave my father, Ross. He’d die 
without my care.” 

“Bring him with you. There will be room at Moonrise for 
us all.” * 

“That is only the first thing. The second is that you are not 
a Catholic, which is not insurmountable, because you could 
become one. Would you? It is much to ask.” 

“It is nothing and less than notiiing. Let us leave the objec- 
tions, shall we?” 

“No. There is still one more, and it is the greatest of them 
all. I — I could not marry a man who kept slaves. And without 
the slaves there is no Moonrise. But my father has given the 
years of his youth, his life, truly, to the cause of freedom. I 
cannot turn my back on that. . . .” 

“And you,” Ross said, “have given your blood. . . 

“And my honor. So, my Ross, it still cannot be. Not yet. 
But someday when things have changed . . 

“And in the meantime?” Ross groaned. 

“We go on like this. In dishonor. In shame. I have much sor- 
row because of this, but how else could it be? Without you, I 
would die.” 

Ross looked at her, his face creased with frowning. I could free 
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them, he thought. I could turn the blacks loose. But they are 
more Tom’s than mine, and some of them were bought with 
Peter Dalton’s money, and then the law makes it difficult. Why 
is it that what is right is never simple as it appears, and all of 
life is one long hell of complications that wrings a man's heart 
dry of tears? 

*‘Do not preoccupy yourself, my Ross. You've worked hard 
for the place you’ve gained, and I would have great shame if 
you destroyed it all because of me,” 

**The choice isn't even mine, Conchita,” he said slowly, *1 
don't own the plantation alone, nor even the Negroes. Still, 111 
work out something. ...” 

He touched the scars lightly with his finger tips, and Conchita 
looked at him. 

“I did not tell you about them, did I?” she said. 

“No,” Ross said, **you didn’t.” 

“Afterwards, after they had done with me, they had fear be- 
cause I was after all a Criolla, of good family, which made it 
different from having sport of a mulatta or a Negress. So they 
decided that I must die, and six of them rode off, leaving one 
who had lost in the drawing of the straws to do it. But this 
man was a coward, and additionally suffered from that sickness of 
cruelty that I think your Morgan has. ...” 

“Not my MorganI” Ross said emphatically. 

“One thrust of the bayonet would have been enough. One 
good clean thrust. I prayed to him to do it; I begged him; I 
wept. Instead he did this — the little thrusts one after another 
all over so that I was covered entirely with my own blood, and 
an agony of hurting, but not enough to die. He would have 
kept it up I think, until at last I did die, but some of the Negroes 
my father had freed came up and found him there and killed 
him, horribly. They had only machetes and clubs against his 
rifle, but when they were finished it was unnecessary to bury him. 
There was not a sufficiency of him left for burial. Then they took 
me to their little hidden in the brush, and their women 

nursed me back to health and my father also, for they had 
brought him in, too. And, finally, they took us across to Florida 
in a little fishing boat, and since all Southerners without excep- 
tion hate Spain and want to annex Cuba, they allowed us to 
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stay and were very kind until my father’s Cuban friends in 
New York sent us the money to come there. And that is all 
of my sad little history that is part of the big history of 
Cuba. ...” 

She looked at him, smiling a little through her tears. 

“Now I must go, my Ross. My father awaits me.” 

"No,” Ross said, “not yet. It is not yet morning.” 

Gonchita looked past him out the window where the darkness 
was beginning to thin a little. 

“No,” she whispered, “it is not, is it?” Then once more she 
put her mouth to his. 



Chapter 6 


From where he sat on the piano stool, Ross could hear the 
booming of the cannon. The noise rolled in the windows, slow, 
belly-deep, heavy. Every time the guns crashed, the whole build- 
ing shook. Ross put both hands to his head, digging his fingers 
into the shaggy mass of his thick blond hair. Damn them all! 
Would they never have done with their shooting? 

He got up and stood by the window, the red and yellow glare 
of the torches passing below in the street on the way to the 
Esplanade making flickering shadows on his face. Fools, foolsl 
he groaned; don't they know where men like Quitman are lead- 
ing them? 

He hadn't gone to the torchlight ceremonial in honor of 
Mississippi's intrepid Governor, because more and more every- 
thing men like John Quitman stood for was beginning to sicken 
in his throat. He, for one, was heartily glad that Quitman had 
resigned the Governor’s chair. That was something to celebrate; 
but not for the reasons that the citizens of Natchez were celebrat- 
ing it. 

Those reasons, to a man of Ross's temperament, were well-nigh 
incredible. Several weeks ago, a Federal Grand Jury sitting in 
New Orleans had indicted L6pez, Quitman and an associate 
named Henderson for violating the neutrality laws of 1818, in 
connection with the ill-fated Ldpez affair; but Quitman, from 
the bastion of the Governor's chair, had screamed his defiance of 
the Federal Government and all its works. 

The Federal Government, he roared, had no power over the 
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Governor of Mississippi! The State of Mississippi was a sovereign 
state, he argued; the Government in Washington had no more 
right to arrest him than had the government of China. If, under 
the law, he could not send the members of the State Militia to , 
arrest the President of the United States, he’d be double damned 
and pickled in brine before he’d allow the President to arrest 
him! There had been too much interference already with the 
individual rights of the States. If, on top of telling the people 
of the South that they couldn’t move where they pleased and 
take their slaves with them, the Federal Government was now 
going to try the head of a government affiliated with it only 
voluntarily, for a violation of one of its stupid laws, he, John 
Quitman would resist to the death! 

Half the young blades in the State had already assured the 
Governor of their support, Ross knew. Orators had advised him 
to surround himself with militiamen and tell the United 
States to go to hell. Maybe the rest of the South had knuckled 
down to the fear of Federal might in Nashville, but the sovereign 
State of Mississippi was prepared to wage war singlehandedly 
for her rights. Ross bad looked upon this piece of monumental 
folly with speechless amazement. Perhaps, as Governor Quitman 
had obviously hoped, the rest of the South would have been 
drawn into the conflict; but the end of it had been plain to 
anyone with eyes to see, even before it could begin. The South 
of 1850, without one powder works within its borders; without 
a single factory for the manufacture of arms, without one- 
tenth the wealth, or one-fourth the manpower of the North, 
would be crushed in a matter of weeks. But now, apparently, 
John Quitman had seen the light. Only yesterday he had re- 
signed the office of Governor, and agreed to submit to the Court’s 
jurisdiction as a private citizen, in order to save Mississippi the 
humiliation of being invaded by a foreign power, the Govern- 
ment of the United States. He would, he told cheering tlirongs 
in New Orleans, sponsor a move to abolish the Federal Courts 
in the States. 

Much of the gunfire and applause down there now, Ross 
knew, grew out of a sense of relief. Every halfw’'ay intelligent 
citizen knew how much chance Mississippi stood against the 
United States. 
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The thuBder of cannon fire slammed against Ross's eardrums, 
leaving him deafened and sick with fury. On the Esplanade they 
had already fired fifteen rounds in honor of John Quitman, and 
fifteen for the Southern States. Now they were launching into 
another fifteen for mankind in general The noise tore at Ross's 
nerves. He had been busy with a new interest of his, before the 
uproar had made it impossible. Since the discovery forced upon 
Mm by Morgan's wild dance, that his musical talents perhaps 
included composing, Ross had been obsessed with the desire to 
do a piece for Conchita. He remembered the songs of Spain: 
the swift fiery gypsy music of Andalusia; the haunting love songs 
of Sevilla. Something like that — only differentl Something that 
had Conchita in it: her fire, her spirit, her intelligence, her 
honesty, her beauty, even her passion. But it was difficult — dam- 
nably difficult. 

That troubled him. Morgan's music had come to him easily, 
almost without conscious effort. Was it that Morgan, then, 
possessed a greater hold over him than his beloved Conchita? 
He hoped not. Yet, there was something about Morgan. . . . 
Thank God Lance was home again. Now all the whispering be- 
hind fans on the shaded galleries would come to an end. He 
was sick of the whispers: Morgan riding at midnight with 
Henry Montcliffe — going God knows where; Morgan walking 
brazenly through the streets of Natchez, clinging affectionately 
to Tom Pary's arm — and Jennie crying and crying over the nights 
she spent watching from the bedroom window of her house for 
a light in the Parys' home across the street, for the sound of 
Tom's horse's hoofs— a sound that many nights did not come 
at all. Other men, and other whispers. Good God, was there no 
end to the number of cavaliers that Morgan needed to make her 
content? 

Well, there was no use staying here in the apartment. Clearly 
he would get nothing done tonight — neither the music nor the 
sketches he had promised the Whitneys, his newest clients. As 
he put on his tall hat, he had the feeling that he'd be glad when 
the plantation was operating on a paying basis. Then, although 
he had no intention of giving up architecture, he'd certainly 
practice it in a much more leisurely fashion. 

Outside in the street, he paused a moment considering the 
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matter of where^ should go. Not to the mass meeting, cer- 
tainly. He had heard entirely too much windy bombast in the 
last few weeks, If those fire-eaters on the Esplanade wanted to 
fight both Spain and the Federal' Government, let them. He 
didn't want to fight anybody. All he wanted was peace. 

He turned Nancy's head toward Moonrise, his own beautiful 
house that he could never find time to complete. Out there he 
would be able to think, reach some decisions: what to do about 
Conchita, what about Jennie and Tom — ^what, in fact, to do 
about Morgan, For it wasn't true that he didn’t have to do any- 
thing about Morgan. That was a delusion — a dangerous delu- 
sion. For not only was she endangering the Parys’ future with 
her continued fliitation with Tom— Ross was convinced that it 
was nothing more; but her poison was in his system too. Why 
else, if he were really free of Morgan, could he still play her 
music from memory, feeling it in his veins like bitter fire? 

He rode slowly out of town, away from the noise and the shout- 
ing, until he came out on one of those roads that were like 
tunnels of green lace, so thickly had the branches of the oaks 
interwoven above them. Even there he did not urge Nancy to a 
faster pace, but continued to dop along slowly, bent forward 
in the saddle, his face frowning and thoughtful. 

But about two miles beyond the city he became aware of a 
movement in the underbrush and, turning in his saddle, made 
out the dim forms of two horses, tethered side by side just off the 
road. He shrugged, and was about to ride on, when he realized 
that one of the horses was gray. 

Tom Pary rode a big, gray gelding. And the smaller animal 
nuzzling contentedly beside the taller horse was black. Even in 
the moonlight its coat glistened like black satin. There are other 
black horses in Natchez, he told himself angrily; but all the 
same he was sure. The gray was Tom's big gelding. And the black 
was Satana, Morgan’s fiery mare. 

He felt cold, suddenly. Ice-cold and sick. The underbrush was 
vei7 thick, and beyond the road the moonlight could not pene- 
trate the branches of the oaks. He felt something like fury stir 
in him, and the big veins at his temples stood up and beat 
with his blood. He realized that he was trembling, shaking in 

[ml 



Ms boots like a man palsied. Then he laughed. It was bitter 
laughter, directed at himself. 

. So Tom tumbles her in the brush like a nigger wench, he 
thought;, what concern is that. of mine? Why aU the. heat, '.Ross 
Pary? Is it ^because in your heart of^ hearts you've always thought 
of her as yours that you feel yourself the cuckolded one instead 
of Lance? 

Lance! Ross stiffened in the saddle, Lance was home again. 
Always a man quick to take offense, he had already fought three 
successful duels over matters wMch compared to this had been 
less than trifles. For this, Tom Pary could die. Good marksman 
as Tom was, he was no match for Lance Brittany's almost un- 
believable skill with a pistol. And if it came to swordsmanship, 
about that Tom knew nothing, while Lance handled a rapier or 
a saber with the same sure hand. . . . 

Ross sat still upon his mare, but his brain raced. Where was 
Lance now? Wherever that was, he'd have to find him and keep 
him there, at least until Morgan had had a reasonable chance to 
get home again. God, he groaned, when a man is a slave to the 
fever in his loins, what follies would he not commit! 

But, before he could decide in which direction to start his 
search — whether toward Buena Vista, or out to Finiterre, or even 
back to the mass meeting, Morgan came out from under the trees, 
her arm linked through the aook of Tom's elbow, her face 
filled with laughter. Her clothing, Ross could see, was disheveled. 
The two of them walked toward their horses. 

Ross sat there, not knowing whether to move or stay still. Then, 
attracted by the movement of the two horses, Nancy whinnied. 
Tom whirled in his saddle, his hand going toward his left armpit 
where his gun was; then very slowly it came away empty, but 
his face was black with fury. 

Morgan stared at Ross a long moment. Then she laughed. 

*‘Rossl” she said scornfully. “Good little Ross! Good, busy little 
Ross—whose endless activities also include spying." 

Tom reined in the gelding, dancing him over to where Ross sat. 

“You dirty little sneak," he began. ‘Tve got a good mind 
■to 

■ “To do what, Tom?" Ross said. ’ 

“To break your gawddamned neck!" Tom roared, 
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Ross smiled at Mm. He was filled with a curious, icy calm. He 
wasn't afraid. It was^ a good feeling not to be afraid. : 

■ '‘If you try it/’ he said quietly, '11! kill you. Brother or not, 
111 kill you. You think Tve worked al! these years to have you 
tear it down because you're a slave to your swinging gut? Under 
the circumstances it would be a pleasure to put a bullet through 
your stupid carcass. . . 

■ Tom stared at him in pure disbelief. . 

“Wei! Ill be damnedl" he muttered. 

■ “It would at least save Lance the trouble of doing it later. By 
the way, you'd better ask that married tart of yours where her 
husband is right now." 

“I know where he is/VTom grunted. “In Nashville. And now I 
am going to learn you — ^using, such language about her!” 

“Language?” Ross said. “Oh, yes — I called her a tart. I 
apologize. She isn't a tart, is she? After all, tarts do get paid.” 

“Why you— ” Tom snarled, and lunged forward; but Morgan 
stopped him. 

“No,” she said, “No, Tom— I find this highly diverting! Go 
on, Ross— what other bad qualities do I have?” 

“L wouldn’t know/* Ross said. “It doesn't interest me. All I 
care about right now is why you told this poor, stupid ox of a 
brother of mine that Lance was still in Nashville when he’s been 
back in Natchez for more than a week? Do you want a killing?” 

; /Tt might be fun/’ Mor^ 

,;\Tom;atared at 

“Where is he?” Ross said. “Where is Lance right now, Morgan?” 

“At the mass meeting. But that won't be over for hours. . . ” 

“It was almost over when I left,” Ross said. “Tom, you take her 
home, ril try to detain Lance. And you'd' better pray that T 
succeed.” 

“Gosh, boy,” Tom said huskily. “Reckon I kind of had you 
figured all wrong. . . 

“Don’t figure,” Ross said; “just ride— ride like hell!” Then he 
whirled N ancy around and started off at a hard gallop back 
towards town. 

Tom looked at Morgan, his eyes hostile. 

“You lied to me,” he said.^^^ 



' . . ‘‘Of course/^ ^Morgan ' laughed. ‘1 always do.'Ross: is right— you' ^ 
are a big, stupid 'ox. Come on, now — ^lefs ride.'* 

Ross saw the little group of riders coming up the road toward 
Buena Vista, and pulled up Nancy, hard. It wouldn't do to ap- 
proach them at a gallop. The less curiosity he aroused— the 
better. As he rode toward them, he was relieved to. see that ail the 
other riders turned off into another road, leaving Lance Brittany 
to ride home alone, 

Ross rode up to him with elaborate casuainess. 

“Howdy, Lance," he said; “I ivas looking for you." 

Lance studied him. 

“And in a great hurry, too," he said, “from the looks of that 
horse. She's been ridden damn near to death. What's the matter, 
Ross? Anything wrong?" 

“No — nothing," Ross said, trying to keep his voice calm, “I 
just wanted to discuss something with you — a detail change for 
Finiterre ..." 

“And you abused a fine piece of horseflesh like that mare for 
that? You know, boy, I sometimes think you're crazy. . . ." 

“You’re right," Ross smiled; “I am. I wasn't in a hurry, actu- 
ally. It was just such a fine night that I felt like riding like 
blazes — so I did. Now about this change, if you'll ride down to my 
diggings ..." 

“Why?" Lance drawled. “Buena Vista is much closer. Can't we 
discuss it there?" 

“No,” Ross said hastily; “there're some sketches and they're 
up at my place." 

“Do we have to discuss it tonight?" Lance said tiredly, 

'I'm afraid so — you see, I'd like to get your Negroes started on 
it the first thing tomorrow. Besides you can rest there all you 
like, and Wallace will whip you up the finest julep you ever 
tasted.”',. 

“All right," Lance said, and Ross knew that he had won. But, 
actually, his troubles were only beginning. He had no idea for 
changing any important detail of Finiterre, And the sketches he 
had mentioned were quite nonexistent. He'd have to stall desper- 
ately for time, matching his wits against a man who was nobody’s 
fool.. Damn Tom anyhow!. Tom and Morgan, He had enough 
'.troubles of :his own . . . . ' 



As soon as he was safely inside the rooms with Lance, he called 
Wallace and ordered him to make mint juleps. 

“Yassuh;' Wallace grinned. “Right away suhrVHis mint juleps 
were a source of great pride to Wallace. 

“Well, Lance/’ Ross began/ “what do you think of your friend 
Quitman now?”. 

“I still think he’s a smart man, but he tries to go too fast. He’s 
no fool, though. As soon as he saw he’d gone too far, he pulled in 
his horns. Nobody wants a war, and Mississippi sure Lord 
couldn’t whip the whole damned Union. . . 

“Two wars/’ Ross said. “He’s almost started two full-sized wars 
in one year. Quite an accomplishment for one man.” 

“I don’t get you/’ Lance said. “What two wars, Ross?” 

“With the United States-— and with Spain. He was largely be- 
hind this Cuban business you know. . . 

“That’s true,” Lance said thoughtfully. “Funny thing— in a 
way that was Jeff Davis’ fault. When Ldpez first came to the 
States, he was looking for a prominent American to lead his ex- 
pedition. So he went to Jefferson Davis first of all, and Davis sent 
him to Major Lee — ^you know, Robert E. Lee of the Virginia 
Lees; but Lee declined, and Ldpez came back to Jeff Davis for 
another suggestion. Naturally, as a native of Mississippi, Davis 
knew Quitman well — so he told Ldpez to see him. John backed 
Ldpez fully, but as Governor, he couldn’t see his way dear to 
take an active part. It was John who suggested Wheat and 
O'Hara. . . 

Wallace came in then with the juleps, the glasses frosted all 
over, and the sprig of mint floating jauntily from the top. 

Lance took his up and looked at it. Then he sipped it slowly. 

“Hummmn,” he said. “Good. This is damned good, Wallace — 
you've got the touch. Ill have to send my man over so that you 
can teach him the secret.” 

Wallace's grin almost split his tan face. 

“Be glad to, suh!” he beamed. “Any time at all. . . .” 

“I heard,” Lance said, “that both Wheat and O’Hara were 
badly wounded in the landing, and several other good men were 
killed. Hell of a thing, that- — to die in an obscure filibustering 
foray. . . 

“Hardly obscure,” Ross murmured, “since it almost got us into 



a war. . . He was at ease now. By this time Morgan should be 
at home, safely in bed, and Tom halfway back to Moonrise. 

don’t agree,” Lance said. “What could we have fought Spain 
about? We did violate her neutrality — ^we did open fire upon her 
colonial soil. . . 

“The Contoy prisoners,” Ross put in quickly. “If Barringer 
hadn’t succeeded in getting them released, there’d have been a 
war. Remember, Lance, not one of those men set foot on Cuban 
soil. They mutinied against the leaders of the expedition, and 
wouldn’t go on. The Spaniards took them off Contoy in war- 
ships. . . 

“Contoy is a Spanish island, remember. That in itself made 
them guilty of invasion.” 

“But they committed no hostile act. They even surrendered 
without a fight To have hanged them would have been pushing 
a thing too far. There are too many people spoiling for a fight 
with Spain now for that not to have been seized upon.” 

“That’s possible. Call your man back, Ross. I could use another 
of these things.” 

Ross pulled the bell cord. 

“Two more juleps,” he said to Wallace. Then turned back to 
Lance. “Tell me about the Nashville Convention,” he said. 

“There’s nothing to tell,” Lance said. “Rhett made the keynote 
address. Urged secession, as everybody expected him to. But no- 
body else wanted to secede or to fight a war, or to do anything 
except hold the present line as closely as possible. So the whole 
thing degenerated into a burst of high-sounding oratory and 
windy platitudes. . . . The South’s still in the Union, and all the 
resolutions they passed in Nashville won’t hide the fact that she’s 
there to stay, . . . Now, Ross, what about those sketches?” 

“Of course,” Ross said easily, and pulled the bell cord. When 
Wallace put his head in the door, Ross said; “As soon as you 
finish the juleps, bring me my portfolio. . . .” 

Wallace, usually so slow to complete anything he was asked to 
do, was this time, of course, disgustingly prompt. He appeared 
almost at once with the mint juleps on a tray, and the portfolio 
' undergone, arm. 

Ross took the portfolio from him and made a great show of 
looking through' it. ' 



‘‘That’s funny,” he said, “I could have sworn. . . .” Then he 
glared up at Wallace. 

“Wallace, you black rascal,” he said, “have you been pawing 
through my papers again?” 

“Nosuhl” Wallace gasped, more in astonishment than fear. 
“Nosuh, Marse Ross— you knows I never touches your things!” 

Lance looked at Ross, his gaze level and calm. 

“Were there ever really any sketches?” he said. 

Ross stared at him. 

“Of course,” he said. “Why else would I have brought you up 
here?” 

“Morgan,” Lance said. 

Ross’s throat constricted. He could not breathe. There must be 
some way out of this thing, but at the moment he couldn’t think 
of any. 

“What,” he got out at last, “has Morgan to do with this?” 

“I don’t know,” Lance said. “You tell me.” 

“Look, Lance,” Ross said, “I brought you up here because I’d 
worked out a series of connecting breezeways between the house 
and the kitchen, and also the outhouses. In rainy weather, they’d 
be very useful. Besides, I thought I could make them beautiful as 
well— the roofs supported by miniature copies of the gallery's 
columns, ...” 

“What is Morgan up to now?” Lance said wearily. 

“Lance, for God’s sake — ” 

“No, not for God’s, boy. For Morgan’s. She takes hold, doesn’t 
she? Got you, hasn’t she? Wait, I’m not accusing you of anything. 
You’re far too decent a sort, and I kind of flatter myself that you 
value my friendship.” 

“I do,” Ross said. 

“Thanks. You’re a good boy and I like you. What I hgure is 
that Morgan’s been up to something, and you’re trying to be 
gallant about the whole affair. Keep me from getting hurt— 
maybe keep me from taking a rawhide to Morgan and killing 
whatever poor devil she’s mixed up with now.” 

“Lance, I swear. . . 

“Don’t swear. I’m old enough to know a lie when I hear one. 
There was some mighty damned good reason why I shouldn’t 
get home just then. That poor mare of yours was all in a lather, 
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you had ridden her so hard. And you didn't do that because you 
feit like riding iike blazes. You may be a fool, but you're not 
cruel. And you couldn't show me those sketches because there 
weren't any. Stilk in a way, it was all mighty decent of you.” He 
sipped Ms julep in calm appreciation. “Damned good stuff, this,” 
he said, ■ ■ ' ' 

“You're wrong, Lance,” Ross began; “I didn’t—” 

“Fm not wrong, and you did. Don’t worry, boy, I’m not going 
to say a word to Morgan.” He looked at Ross steadily. “Do me a 
favor, boy. Tell this other man to be careful. Tell him Fm on to 
him. I won’t ask you who he is. You wouldn’t tell me, and I don’t 
want to know. At fifty, a man sort of loses the hankering to go out 
and shoot somebody.” 

“Lance,” Ross said; “why did you marry her?” 

“Her father and I were friends. We were at Harvard together. 
He was considerably older than I, and already married. He was, 
even then, a queer sort. I was the only friend he had. . , .” 

Ross waited. 

“His name was Page — Morgan Page. I think he wanted a son — 
so when Morgan was born he gave her that mannish name. And 1 
don’t think he ever forgave her for being a girl. I don’t know 
what went on in that house. Morgan has never said. But whatever 
it w^as, it left its mark upon her. Even now she's got to be ad- 
mired — the more admirers, the better. But,” he looked at Ross 
gravely, “I don’t think she’s ever been actually unfaithful to me. 
I don’t think she could be. 

“Why?” Ross said, remembering the moonlight on that road, 
and the shadows in the brush, black and thick. 

“Because, basically, she hates men. She married me because she 
had to, and because of ail the men she knows, she dislikes me 
least. You see when Page died, quite literally in the arms of his 
latest paramour, he left Morgan and her mother penniless. Faith, 
Morgan’s mother, survived her wortMess husband less than four 
weeks. It was, I believe as nearly an authentic case of a woman’s 
dying of a broken heart as I’ve ever heard of.” 

“You said he was worthless,” Ross said; “but you also said he 
xvas your friend. Why,, Lance?” 

“Morgan Page was one of the most charming fellows you’d ever 
want to meet. Mind you, Ross, the Pages were old-line New York 



aristocrats, with generations of wealth and breeding behind them. 
But it took Morg, as we used to call him, less than twenty years 
to run through all that money. He had a cruel streak in him, too. 
I think now that he was mad. And Morgan's Just like him. That's 
why Fm so careful of her.’* 

*‘You— you think the sickness is in the blood?” 

■'1. don’t know. I just try to be patient and gentle. All I do 
know is that Morgan has never forgiven him for what he did to 
her mother. He could, I understand, be quite barbaric. Even 
that devilish charm of his was a kind of a symptom. It was too 
flashy— too brilliant. And he could turn it off and on like a 
faucet” 

”Lance,” Ross said, “suppose you’re wrong. Suppose Morgan 
could— turn to another man, what then?” 

Lance stared at him, and Ross didn’t like his eyes. They were 
terrible. 

“I’d kill him,” Lance said quietly, “and afterwards I’d kill 
her. Because Morgan could never be forced or persuaded. It 
would be her idea, Ross — conceived entirely by her long before.” 

“But — if she inherited her father’s weakness .. .” 

“How do I know? All I know is she’s mine. And she’s going to 
stay mine, if I have to kill every man in the State of Mississippi. 
’Night, Ross.” 

“Good night, Lance,” Ross said. “I’ll see you tomorrow. . . 

It was, he reflected as he dosed the door behind Lance, one 
mighty pretty kettle of fish. Then he crossed over into his bed- 
room, taking a half full decanter of bourbon with him. But he 
had emptied it before he fell asleep. 

The next day, out at Finiterre, he pushed his broad straw hat 
back off his forehead, and mopped his brow. It was hot. The 
black men working on the house were glistening with sweat; but 
they worked steadily, with a certain unconscious rhythm. Fini- 
terre was almost finished. All that remained was to install the 
windows, and stain and polish the floors. The outside would be 
painted white, but that would be done later. All the outbuildings 
were complete. The Negroes working on the house were now 
living in the neat, whitewashed quarters some distance away. It 
was, Ross mused, remarkable how many other buildings were 
necessary to the existence of a plantation manor. There were the 
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stables, the chicken coops, the smoke houses, the spring house in 
which perishables were kept, the tool house for the agricultural 
implements, the barn for the cattle, the pigpen, the garden house 
of cool lattice work for the mistress of the establishment to escape 
the heat, the smithy where the iron work was done, and the 
kitchen. The kitchen was built a reasonable distance from the 
big house, because in the country effective fire-fighting companies 
were non-existent; and it was much easier to replace the simple 
kitchen house when a careless cook started a blaze than the expen- 
sive manor itself. In the kitchen the iron pots hung on wrought 
iron legs over an open fire in the huge fireplace; but there was 
also a beehive-shaped day oven for the baking. Ross, wiping the 
back of his neck and feeling it raw from the pitiless midsummer 
sun, wondered how much of the hearty eating habits of the South 
were due to the impossibility of preserving anything in the sum- 
mertime. The spring house, carefully shaded, and located over 
fresh, cool flowing water, helped; but it was the house servants 
that solved the problem by the simple expedient of devouring 
everything left upon their masters' tables. ... 

Satisfied with the house, Ross rode out a few yards to watch the 
men who were busy laying out Morgan’s formal garden. So far 
she had not taken the slightest interest in her garden, but Ross 
had insisted that there must be one — so fine a house as Finiterre 
demanded it. Lance, who took great pride in everything con- 
nected with his new home, agreed, so the work was being pushed 
forward. Of course, it w^as much too hot to plant anything now, 
but the brick walks were being laid, and the slaves had dammed 
up the little spring that flowed behind the house and diverted 
its course so that it filled up a shallow depression, making a de- 
lightful little pond set in the lawn. 

The garden, Ross had planned, would be bordered and shaded 
by varnished lauria mundi; there would be cape jasmine, slender 
altheas, and dark green arbor vitae, lined with trim boxwood 
hedges, accented by cones of the same plant. In the little beds 
would be fragrant amaryllis, purple magnolia, Arabian and 
night-blooming jessamines, lemon verbena, aloe, snow-drops, 
caco, and sweet shrub. Over the walls of the garden house honey- 
suckle would climb, and the humble outhouses, built, because it 
' pieased.some ironic, vein in'Lance's. nature, in '.the shape of '.Greek 
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temples, would be covered by Cherokee roses and the trailing 
vines of wisteria. 

Finiterre, Ross knew, would be beautiful But he doubted that 
anyone would find happiness there. 

As he turned Nancy to ride back in the direction of Moonrise, 
he saw Morgan coming down the stairs of the nearly finished 
house. She was dressed all in white, and her face, under the lace- 
edged parasol, had all the sweet innocence of a child's. 

Maybe Lance's history of her background and her past ex- 
plained Morgan, but at the moment Ross doubted it. You 
couldn't explain a person, really. There was always something 
missing. The vital part. The living, breathing part. The tangled 
mixture of love and hate, dream and thought, of what was 
known, and what was merely hoped for— and the lines between 
those things were always unclear. As unclear, perhaps, as the 
borders between good and evil. That line, Ross thought, is mean- 
ingless to Moigan. 

She came toward him, small, demure, smiling. Last night didn't 
exist for Morgan, Ross realized with a sense of shock. With her 
what was done was done. She would forget faithlessness, deceit — 
even, Ross realized suddenly with absolute conviction, murder, if 
it suited her purpose at the moment. And there would be no re- 
morse. Morgan was neither Venus nor Aphrodite, but Astarte, the 
dark Chaldean goddess. And goddesses are above man-made laws. 
Morgan could, if it pleased her, return with her husband to the 
very scene of her adulteries, and nothing in the surroundings 
would move or remind her. 

Looking at her, Ross felt cold suddenly, despite the heat. There 
was something in the very pleasantness of her expression that was 
terrible. He found himself repeating the lines from Hamlet: 
“That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain . . and it was 
only when Morgan looked up at him quizzically that he realized 
that he had said them aloud. 

“You hate me, don't you, Ross?" 

“No," Ross said shortly; “I just don't understand you, that’s 
all." 

“But you do dislike me. You think I'm no good. You're right." 

“Look, Morgan. . . 
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''You’re nice, Ross. You’re sensitive and talented and fine. 
There are times when I love you very much.” 

"Morgan, for the love of GodI” 

"I do, I’ve never known a man before I could love. Most men 
are such beasts.” 

"Lance isn’t a beast,” Ross said. 

"Oh, yes, he is. He’s a very intelligent beast— but still, a beast. 
He thinks he can solve everything with a whip — or a gun. And 
nothing can be solved that way — ^nothing at all.” 

Ross stared at her in wonder. 

"What can be solved,” he said quietly, "with one man after 
another?” 

"Nothing. But that has nothing to do with solutions. It’s just 
that things pile up inside of me. .. .” 

"What things?” Ross demanded. 

"Things like being afraid of the dark. Things like hearing 
noises. Things like hating and wanting to hurt — even to be hurt. 
Then the man is the door. It bursts open and all those things 
flood out and I’m free. Poor Lance — it’s a wonder I haven’t killed 
him by now. ...” 

"Or poor Tom,” Ross said bitterly, "or poor Henry — or who 
else? How many more, Morgan?” 

"No,” Morgan said, “just poor Lance. The others I just tor- 
ment. It’s easy to reduce a man to panting idiocy, Ross. One whiff 
of womansfiesh and they’re baying the moon. . . .” She looked 
back at the house, "It’s very lovely, Ross,” she said, "I’m going to 
be happy there.” 

"Will you?” Ross said moodily; "I doubt it.” 

"Oh, yes. I’m never unhappy. It’s only the people who have to 
live with me that are. Like Lance.” 

Ross leaned down toward her. 

"He knows,” he said soberly. 

"Of course. Every time I’ve been out with a man he knows it, 
because I always come home and stick my nails into his back, and 
bite his throat till the blood runs down. He’s fifty now, Ross. 
What will I do when he’s too old?” 

"Get yourself another,” Ross said. 

"No.” She shuddered suddenly, her expression filed with loath- 
ing. "I couldn’t. Only a mindless brute would have the strength 
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I need, the bottomless appetites. And I'd torture him. Stupidity 
always affects me that way. Or, if I took someone like you— some- 
one with sensitivity and real intelligence, I'd hunt and hunt until 
I found ail the secret, festering little hurts — all the things he's 
trying to hide, or deny, all the seif-doubts, all the delusions, all 
the lies he's told himself to keep fast hold on his dignity and his 
pride. And I'd tear at them, until they were visible and raw, until 
he'd bleed to death inside his heart. He'd die terribly, raving 
mad, thinking himself unworthy of life. . . . No, Ross — after 
Lance, there won't be anyone else." 

"You're mad," Ross said; "you really are mad!" 

"Or sane," Morgan smiled, "and living in a lunatic world. Who 
knows?" 

Then she turned and left him, walking back towards the empty 
house, her footsteps lost in the sound of hammering. 



Chapter 7 


That summer and fall of 1850 were quiet— a time of waiting. 
In Washington, Zachary Taylor, President of the United States 
went out in a broiling sun to witness the laying of a cornerstone. 
The day was July Fourth, Independence Day, and above that cor- 
nerstone the workmen were going to build a spire of stone, 
pointed like a needle at the top in honor of George Washington. 
Five days later, Zachary Taylor was dead of sunstroke, and Mil- 
lard Fillmore sat in the White House. 

In Mississippi, Judge John Isaac Guion, President of the Senate, 
took John A. Quitman’s place in the Governor’s chair, and a jury 
in New Orleans found Quitman and Henderson, and L6pez not 
guilty of violating the neutrality laws of 1818 in connection with 
their attempt to set Cuba free of Spain. 

Henry Clay’s Compromise of 1850 became law; California en- 
tered the Union as a free State and the territories of New Mexico 
and Utah were given self-determination on the question of slav- 
ery. Fillmore, the first “Doughface” President, as John Randolph 
called Northern pro-slavery men, ordered a stern prosecution of 
the new Fugitive Slave Law, provided for in the Compromise, 
and twenty thousand escaped slaves, living quietly in the North, 
started a wild stampede for Canada. No more slaves could be 
bought or sold in the District of Columbia, but a man living 
there, might keep the ones he already owned. 

In New York, Narciso L6pez quietly began raising funds and 
recruiting men for his second expedition against Cuba; and near 
Natchez, Mississippi, one Ross Pary, architect, completed the 
'building of 'Finiterre.'. 
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Whm it was done, Ross had a feeling of emptiness: I'he rest 
of it, the arranging of the elaborate furnishings that had already 
reposed for weeks in a warehouse in New Orleans before the com- 
pletion, was a matter of the owner's individual tastes, though Ross 
could and did make suggestions. Lance usually accepted these sug- 
gestions and followed them; but Morgan argued endlessly on 
every detail; and in the end, always got her way. 

Yet the results were pleasing; four times out of five, Morgan’s 
feminine instinct was at least as good as Ross's trained taste. Fi- 
nally he gave it up, telling Morgan: “Do as you please. You’re 
only going to, anyhow, and I've other things to do." 

The other things were the five houses he was building for other 
clients; his own house, Moonrise; and Conchita Izquierdo. The 
bulk of the work on the other houses he passed on to his assist- 
ants. Finiterre had made him; it was the most talked about house 
in the State. Ross Pary now, could rough out a plan, sketch his 
beautiful elevations showing how the completed house would 
look, pocket his fee, and exercise only a nominal amount of su- 
pervision over his draftsmen and engineers. For the whole of the 
summer and part of the fall, he supported his new plantation. 
Tom came to him constantly for more money for needed supplies. 

But, with the harvest, Moonrise came into its own. Whatever 
Tom Pary’s faults were, nobody could sneer at his abilities as a 
planter. By mid-October, the Parys were independently wealthy 
men. The wagons rolled endlessly down to the landing, loaded 
with the bales of cotton; in New Orleans, the cotton factors gave 
one look at the fine, long staple fiber, and placed it among their 
very top grades. 

Ross had the feeling that he could do no wrong, make no mis- 
takes. Everything he touched turned to gold. So, feeling ever more 
sure of himself, he delegated more and more of his tasks to his 
assistants, and plunged into the completion of Moonrise. He took 
his sketches out to the forge and stood beside Brutus as the big 
black hammered the slender rods of iron into the intricate 
wrought iron balustrade for the small balcony. He was surprised 
at how fast Brutus learned; his hands seemed to have knowledge 
of iron embedded in their very sinews. 

Ross sat on a sawhorse a little way from the forge, watching the 
iron glowing red as Brutus pumped the bellows, the shower of 
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sparks flying out as he struck it, bending it around the cone of 
the anvil to the exact shape desired, then plunging it hissing into 
the water. 

Yet Brutus never smiled. And that was a strange thing. The 
Negroes of Moonrise were well treated, and better fed than most 
of the blacks on the surrounding plantations. In the quarters 
under the chinaberry trees, there was a chapel, and a hospital; 
and David Martin, the overseer, was a kindly man, very seldom 
given to the use of the whip. When he did use it, it was mostly to 
threaten. Sometimes, a lazy black, caught sleeping under the 
shade of an oak, might receive one sharp crack across the buttocks 
to galvanize him into action. But David knew that Ross would 
question sternly any extended lashing of his people; that and his 
own easygoing nature prevented any really harsh punishment. 
The result was that the Moonrise blacks were fat and laughing. 
They sang all the time, and planters coming through Natchez 
under the Hill from the steamboat landing, could easily point 
out the Pary Negroes to strangers on Saturdays when the slaves 
were given a free day to visit town. 

*‘Don't know how he does it,'* more than one grumbled. ‘*His 
niggers work like blazes for him, and he never has the slightest 
trouble. ..." 

But Brutus’ face, heavy in the red glow of the forge was lined 
and sad. 

“Brutus," Ross said, “I heard you were planning to run away 
the first chance you get. What I want to know is — ^why? I don’t 
think you’ve been badly treated." 

Brutus put down the heavy hammer and leaned on it, the 
whites of his eyes red in the firelight. 

“Nosir," he said; “I been treated real good. Think maybe you’n’ 
Marse Tom just about the best white folks in the world." 

“Well?” Ross demanded. 

“It’s my wife, sir. Can’t stand being without her. Can’t stand 
not seeing my little boy. . . 

“Your wife?" Ross said; “I didn’t know you had one!" 

"Yassir. Over there in Georgia— at the old place. Her’n’ me was 
married proper— in the church. Then old mars^ died and his boy 
took over. That there young Marse Linton was meaner ’n dirt. 



Took a whip' to my Rachel, and 1 hit him. That’s how corne l was 
sold.” 

see,” Ross said. “But Brutus, there’re an awful lot of good- 
looking young' women on the place. A fine-looking man like, you 
could take his pick. . . 

Brutus stared at him. , ' ' ■ 

“Marse Ross, Marse Ross,” he said, shaking his massive head; 
“Bm plumb downright shamed of you. S’posin’ you had a wife, 
and you had to go away from her for a while. A real good wife, 
sweet to you, lovin’. . . . You look around and pick yourself out 
somebody else? Would you, Marse Ross?” 

“No,” Ross said; “I don’t reckon I would.” 

“Me neither,” Brutus said. 

Ross looked at Brutus. He had the planters’ usual feeling that 
all Negroes were children; but how did you explain a man like 
Brutus? And what could you do about him once you had him 
explained? 

“Where is the Linton place, Brutus?” he asked quietly. 

“Down near Savannah. Marse Ross, you don’t mean — ” 

“Yes, Brutus,” Ross said; “I’m going to try to buy your Rachel 
and the boy. I don’t promise you I’ll succeed; but Fm going to 
try.” 

“Thank you, boss!” Brutus said huskily. “You good man, Marse 
Ross. God gwine to bless you^ — ^sure. . . 

Looking at him, Ross saw to his own vast astonishment, that 
the huge black's eyes were filled with tears. 

“I hope so,” he said drily; “I could use a few blessings. Now 
finish that balustrade for me, Brutus. There’s so much to be 
done. ...” 

He sat down that same night and wrote the letter, making an 
offer for Rachel and the child. Now, he thought, Brutus and I 
will have to wait. But that’s all life is — ^waiting. ... 

He put on his hat and went down the stairs. Time to have it 
out with Tom. Time to get him to see the light of reason. But, 
Ross thought bitterly, how can I convince him, when she be- 
witches me, too? He swung up into the saddle, and paused long 
enough to adjust the pistol that hung under his left armpit. 
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Never before this year had he carried a gun. In an age andin a 
section where a man felt undressed without his swordcane and 
pocket pistol, Ross Pary had never borne arms in his life* The 
thought of shooting a human being made him ill But now he 
carried a pistol, and the answer to that was the answer to so much 
of what was wrong with his life; Morgan. 

Any time the whim moved her, Morgan could put Tom in such 
a position that Lance would feel honor bound to kill him. Ross 
meant to prevent that — at gunpoint if need be. If a duel oc- 
curred, Lance would most likely kill Tom, which to Ross was un- 
thinkable. But, if by some accident, Tom were to win the fight, 
Ross found that he wouldn’t like that either. Lance Brittany had 
been his friend — a brave, generous man who deserved the best of 
life. So, on that November morning, Ross had made up his mind. 
The inevitable had to be turned aside; the tragedy had to be pre- 
vented. By diplomacy, if possible; by guile, if diplomacy failed. 
Even, if no other road were left open — ^by force. 

He came, after his ride, out into the broad fields of Moonrise. 
He could hear the Negroes’ singing far off and faint, and turned 
Nancy’s head toward the sound. That was where Tom would be. 
He rode through a wooded section and carpie out upon a broad 
sweep of fields. The sight of it moved him. Black, rich and gently 
rolling, the land stretched out before his eyes to the rim of the 
world, and above them the clouds piled up, fleecy white and great- 
domed with feathery silver edges, and all between them was blue. 
He could see the blacks moving down the rows in lines between 
the plants, the sacks slung over their shoulders, their fingers 
stretching out, grasping the white bolls, tearing them loose, and 
plunging with them into the great sacks, in time to the lead 
hand’s singing* 

Beside them, he saw the two horsemen, David Martin, and 
Tom, his brother, for whom he didn't mean to weep. So he urged 
Nancy forward until he came up to them, and both of them 
turned at his approach. 

'*Howdy, Mister Pary,” David said; ’’what brings you out here 
■this'fine/day?”':' 

’Business,” Ross said; ”IVe got to have a word with Tom.” 

He could see the guarded look come into his brother’s eyes as 
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he spoke. Tom knew. It was going to be difficuit---damned diffi- 
cult. . . . 

Tom straightened his hulking form in the saddle and looked at 

Ross.';,,.,- ■ ■ 

^‘Speak your piece, boy/’ he said truculently. 

‘‘No/* Ross said. “Ride back with me a bit, Tom. It*s a private 
matter....,/*' 

“All right/* Tom said. “Dave, take ’em down into the south sec- 
tion, next. I shan’t be gone long.” 

They rode together in silence until they came to the wooded 
place. Tom pulled the gelding up. 

“This is far enough,” he said. “Well, Ross?” 

“You know what’s on my mind, so I’ll skip the preliminaries,” 
Ross said, “Tom, when are you going to marry Jen?” 

The red stole up out of the open collar of Tom’s shirt, and 
climbed to the rim of his ears. 

“When I get Goddamned good and ready to,” he said. 

“Moonrise will be finished by Christmas,” Ross said quietly. “It 
would be damned nice to open it with a wedding.” 

“Look,” Tom said hotly; “when I get hitched is my business. 
Let’s leave it mine, boy. There’s enough bad blood between us 
already.” 

“You’re right,” Ross said. “But there’s one thing that isn’t your 
business, Tom. And that’s what bothers me. Aside from the fact 
that it hurts me to see Jennie eating her heart out over you, I 
want to see you married to her to put a stop to that.” 

“To what?” Tom demanded. 

“You and Morgan — as if you didn’t know. Morgan damned 
sure isn’t your business; and keeping that up is going to lead to 
killing. Drop her, Tom. Don’t you see you can’t win?” 

“You’re mighty interested in me’n’ Morg, ain’t you?” Tom 
growled. “Why, boy? ’Cause you’ve got an itch in that direction 
yourself?” 

“Oh, damnl” Ross said; “you know better than that.” 

“Do I? The second time 1 saw Morgan she was in your arms— in 
your room to boot. And where’d you get that gunshot wound Doc 
Benbow had to patch up? Don’t tell me Lance was just target 
practicing. . , 

“That,” Ross said, “is none of your damned business, Tom.” 
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‘^Tiien this ain’t none of yourn. Another thing— it was Morg 
who bit your mouth, not that Cuban girl It’s one of her tricks. 
Don’t ask me how I know, ’cause I just might teii you.” 

“Forget it/’ Ross said weariiy; “there just isn’t any reasoning: 
with you. For the record, I’d like to say one thing: You’ve been 
one hell of a fine brother to me — up till now. You’ve saved my 
hide from being beaten to rags many a time. You’ve even saved 
my life. There were times, when I was in the Academy, that you 
went without shoes and proper clothing to see that I had money. 
That’s the way it was, Tom. And that’s the way I’d like to see it 
again. But since that black-haired witch came to Natchez, we’ve 
done nothing but quarrel. I don’t like quarreling with you, Tom. 
It’s no damned fun. I’d like to see you free of her, so we can be 
brothers again. And much as you get me riled, I haven’t the slight- 
est hankering to put flowers on your grave.” 

“ ’Scairt of that, eh? Well, Ross, boy— let me tell you one thing: 
I hope to God Lance Brittany does find out. Because, if we was 
to take that trip over to the sandbar. I’d bring a woman home to 
Moonrise — and it damned sure wouldn’t be Jennie!” 

Ross looked at him. 

“You’re mad,” he said at last. 

“Maybe. But I’m right smart handy with a gun myself. And I’m 
going to have Morg. Ain’t never been a woman bom what could 
get me so heated up and keep me that way. Can’t eat from think- 
ing about her. Try to sleep, and she’s in my dreams. All right she’s 
a devil; but I ain’t no angel, neither. . . .” He stared past Ross 
toward where the Spanish moss on the oaks was shredding the 
sunlight. “The night she’s finally mine, I’m going to mash her 
mouth bloody— make her cry and pant and beg!” 

Ross' stared. 

“You mean she hasn’t been — ^yet?” he asked. 

“No,” Tom said miserably. “You know Morg better’n that, 
■Ross.”;. ' 

“I reckon I do,” Ross said, and pulled Nancy’s head half 
around. ... 

V' “Where’re you going?” Tom said.:' 

■ : “To, see— her/’ Ross .said., “Maybe , I can talk some :s€nse, into- 
her head. 1, :give you up. You’re bewitched.”,' 

You: ain’t so £ar:wrongM that,” Tom drawled.:, , ^ 
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At Finiterre, Ross climbed the curving steps slowly, savoring 
his own handiwork, and finding it good. He hoped that Lance 
was not at home, though, in fact, there was small likelihood of 
that, since the Louisiana plantations occupied so much of his 

time. , 

' Cato/' he said to the Brittanys' butler, as he passed over 

his hat, gloves and aop, “how do you like your new home?" 

“Just grand, Marse Ross," Cato beamed. “You shore know how 
to build 'em. Been washing Aeneas' face, you know — he the butler 
out at Camellia Hill— with this house ever' time I see him!" 

“That's not very kind of you, Cato," Ross laughed; “but keep 
it up; maybe youll get me some more business." 

Although he spoke in jest, there was more than a little truth 
in what Ross said. The planters were influenced by their Negroes 
more than they cared to admit, or even knew. Nearly every great 
house was ruled over, actually, by a middle-aged black nurse, who 
could and did tell everybody from the planter on down just what 
she thought Generations of Southern whites were schooled by 
her in the basic arts of living; kindliness and that real courtesy 
that has nothing to do with artificiality. Similarly, house servants 
such as Cato, by talking to themselves when they were sure they’d 
be overheard, put many an idea into their master's head. It was 
not beyond the realm of possibility that Cato’s friend, Aeneas, if 
he complained enough, might set the Montcliffes thinking of 
building a new home. . . , 

“Your master at home?" Ross asked, 

“Nosir,” Cato said. “He cross the river at Tideland, But Miz 
Morgan here." 

“Very well,” Ross said; “I'll talk to her then, if she's not busy.” 

Cato walked to the foot of the stairs and called: 

“Bessie! Come down here!" 

The maidservant came tripping lightly down the stairs. She 
was, Ross saw, a pretty mulatto girl, with still, sullen features. 
Something about her seemed familiar. Ross glanced down at her 
right hand. On the back of it was a large, ugly scar, .grayish white 
against the coppery brown of her skin. Yes, it was the same one-— 
the one who had annoyed Morgan to the point of getting the 
blade of a scissors through her hand for her pains. Ross wondered 
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just how great the provocation had actually been. Knowing Mor- 
gan, he guessed that it had been slight. 

“Yessir?'' Bessie said. 

“Tell your mistress/' Ross said, ■ “that ,i'd ' like to have a word 
with her/’ 

“Yessir/’ Bessie said; “but who must I say. . . 

“Mister Pary/’ Ross said. He had forgotten that Morgan’s up- 
stairs maid did not know him, that in fact, she had seen him but 
once before in her life, and on that day she had been too badly 
hurt to pay much attention to anybody. 

“Pary?” Bessie said, and Ross could see the bewilderment in her 
eyes; “but — " 

“There’s two Mister Parys,” Cato told her. “This is Marse 
Tom’s brother.” 

“Oh, I see/’ Bessie said. “Yessir, Mister Pary, right away, sir.” 
Then she went back up the stairs. 

So Tom has been here, Ross thought, in the house. Funny none 
of the blacks have gotten around to putting a bee in Lance’s bon- 
net. There’s nothing house Negroes love better than a juicy bit 
of scandal. But the moment he thought about it, he realized why 
they hadn’t: Morgan. By now, he thought, they’re probably more 
afraid of her than of death. . . . 

But, before he had more time to think about it, Bessie leaned 
over the balustrade and called down: 

“Miz Morgan say you come right on up here.” 

“No thanks,” Ross said. “Tell her if it isn’t too inconvenient, 
Fd rather talk to her down here. . . 

Bessie disappeared in the direction of the bedroom; but this 
time, instead of the maidservant, Morgan, herself, leaned over 
the sweeping curve that Ross had designed. 

“What’s the matter, Ross,” she laughed; “afraid of me?” 

She had on a soft blue dressing gown, Ross saw; and her hair 
was combed loose so that it hung down about her shoulders. 4nd 
again her face had that expression of sweet innocence, almost of 
naivete that was contradicted by the mockery in her eyes. 

“Yes,” Ross said; “I am afraid of you, Morgan. Come down, 
won’t you?” 

“Oh, bother!” Morgan said, but she came down all the same. 
'When; she': was close she put out her,: hand : to Ross. 



■■■‘Well' go':i|v.theiitt!e. parlor;^ she said. “Cato/ bring .us ''some ' 
brandy.” 

“No,” Ross: said; “no brandy for me, Cato, A little bourbon and 
branch water will do quite nicely, thank you.” 

Morgan stared at him, 

“You are afraid of mei”. she said somberly. “Don’t be, Ross. I 
like you. You’re the only person, on this filthy earth I do" like. I 
wouldn’t harm you ” 

Ross cast a glance at Cato’s retreating back. Then he put his 
finger lightly on the tiny crescent-shaped scar on his lower lip. 

“Oh, thatl” Morgan laughed. “It becomes you— it’s a nice little 
beauty mark, really.” 

“And the bullet hole in my side?” Ross said tartly. 

Morgan stopped laughing. 

“I am sorry, Ross,” she said. “1 only meant to frighten you. But 
then you frightened me — ^your devilish charm, you know. You 
were about to accomplish what no one else ever has. Was it bad?” 

“Bad enough,” Ross said. “But that’s ancient history. Let’s for- 
get it, shall we?” 

They had come by this time into the little parlor. Ross had 
designed it for the practical purpose of receiving one or two 
guests, thus making it unnecessary to use the big salon, which 
could be reserved for parties and banquets, when the guests would 
be numbered in scores. 

“Let me seel” Morgan said. “Scars fascinate me. I’ve never seen 
the mark of a bullet wound.” Then she put out her hand and 
began to unfasten the buttons of his waistcoat. 

Ross drew back. 

“Morgan, for the love of God!” he said. 

“Don’t be such an old woman,” Morgan said; “1 know what a 
man looks like. After all I have been married for a year, now.” 

“If you don’t mind, Morgan,” Ross said stiSly, “Fd rather not 
put on an exhibition. I came on a more important errand.” 
“Your brother, Tom,” Morgan said. “He is a nuisance!” 

Ross opened his mouth to say something, but Cato knocked on 
the door. Morgan called out to him to come in, and the old black 
brought tlie tray with the glasses, and the two decanters, He had 
brought also a pitcher of ice water for Ross. Ross noticed that 
Cato avoided looking at Morgan. Her behavior, Ross guessed, 
must be shocking to the strictly trained house servants. 
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Morgan poured tiie gixat bell-shaped goblet full of brandy, but 
Ross took only the smallest portion of bourbon. 

“Must you drink so much?” he said. 

“Yes,”' Morgan . said; “yes, yes, yes! It exhilarates me. It makes 
melive.”. ' 

“You have plenty of life now,” Ross said. 

“I know. But I want more, much more. Life should sing, and 
bubble, and dance, like this brandy. Around here, it limps.” She 
lifted the goblet and drained it, then put it down on the table. 

“That was to us,” she said. “To you, Ross, And to me. . . . 
And what about that great, hulking oaf Tom? Have I broken his 
stupid heart?” 

“Yes,” Ross said, “you have.” 

“I tried hard enough. He has the one trait diat maddens me 
most in a man: simple, unquestioning egotism. He’s big and very 
good-looking. Up till now, he’s probably never had the slightest 
difficulty tumbling whatever wench he wanted in the hay. And 
he persists in following me about, because the idea can never 
penetrate his thick cranium that there might be a woman who 
doesn’t want him. But there is. I don’t.” 

“I know,” Ross said. ‘*Why don’t you send him packing?” 

“He amuses me. I have so little diversion, Ross. Look, I’m going 
to teach you about women. A woman can stand anything — except 
being bored. Men never realize that. They never realize that the 
creatures that they’ve created in their curious, twisted minds, just 
don’t exist. I’ve learned a lot since I’ve been here. For instance, 
you SouthemeTs justify your endless production of little mulat- 
toes on the grounds that if you hadn’t the Negresses as an outlet, 
the purity of Southern womanhood might be endangered by your 
base passions. . ■ 

“Well,” Ross said, “isn’t that so?” 

“Of course not I Mo woman’s chas tity has ever been endangered 
by a man’s base passions. Quite the contrary. It is only put in 
jeopardy , byher, own.” 

: “My Godr Ross said. 

“Listen to teacher, darling. Where you men got the idea that 
a good woman hasn’t any carnal emotions is more than I can see. 
Or that ' there is such a thing as a good woman. . . 

“Now really, Morgan. ...” , ■ 

“Please, Ross, what I’m teiiing you will do you a world of good, 
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if you’ll only listen and try to understand. There are no good 
women, in the sense that you Southerners think. There are 
women who lack opportunity to be as promiscuous as they’d like 
to be; there are women who are afraid, and there are women who 
are cold. That’s all. And even the cold ones are that way because 
their men are stupid and clumsy and lack finesse. . . .” 

“You are talking utter nonsensel” Ross said. 

“Am I? Your little Conchita is a good girl, isn’t she? But I’ll 
wager she isn’t cold; and I’ll also wager that your wedding night 
—if it ever comes— will merely be a legalization of something 

that has been going on a long time.” 

“'That’s enough, Morgan,” Ross said. 

Morgan laughed. "One more lesson, and Tm through. In a 
way it’s the most important of all. Women, my dear Ross, simply 
do not think like men. They have a fine, instinctive contempt for 
logic. A woman— any woman— can watch some poor, bedraggled 
daughter of joy being ridden out of town on a rail with complete 
vindictive satisfaction, and commit adultery tlie next night with 
the same complete satisfaction and absolute self-justification be- 
cause her husband has committed tlie most heinous of all crimes 
—that is, he has bored her to tears.” 

“Morgan,” Ross said, "you are mad!” 

“I’m not. I’m very sane really. That’s what makes me .seem mad. 
The thing that you men forget, especially such men as your 
brother, is that no woman has the slightest interest in the act of 
love itself. That may seem contradictory, but it’s so — and it ex- 
plains a lot of things. At any wedding, watch tire groom. He’s 
suffering the tortures of the damned, trying to conceal his impa- 
tience. All he can think about is how it’ll be when he finally gets 
his little Belle alone. But the bride? Ha! She's thinking about 
how lovely her wedding gown looks, and how nice the Sowers 
are, and savoring the look of envy upon the faces of her unmar- 
ried friends. But don’t mistake me, Ross — she may not find physi- 
cal love repugnant — though often she may, depending upon the 
boorishness of her mate. She may enjoy it hugely, 'fhe point is 
that it is, with the woman, always something that jusfJtappens 
as the result of something else, something else she’s tmi< h more 
interested in. ...” 

“And what’s that?” Ross demanded. 
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‘^There's no word for it, though you might caii it romance. 
The scene, the moonlight, the music, the tender flattery, the little 
attentions, which to a man are the preliminaries, necessary but 
irksome, to be dispensed with whenever possible, to the main 
show. But to a woman they are the main event. What happens 
afterwards occurs because she may have been drawn in emotion- 
ally to the extent that she also wants completion, but much more 
often simply because she likes him and is grateful to him lor 
making her feel wanted and needed and important, and therefore 
complies.'' 

Ross stared at her. Much of this, he had to admit, made sense. 
It fitted in with so many things that he himself had observed. 

“That’s why," Morgan said, a little mocking smile lurking 
about the corners of her mouth, “no woman in her heart of 
hearts gives a fig about feminine fidelity, or chastity or any of 
the other nonsensical ideas you men dreamed up to protect your 
jealous interests. She knows what she does widi her body isn't 
important, so long as she's smart enough to avoid the conse- 
quences. And it certainly doesn't help her mental reservations 
about the role you've called upon her to play when she observes 
that all of you without notable exception feel quite free to do 
anything you damned well please, while holding your women in 
bondage. I’ve heard the planters' ladies talk. Two brandies and 
they talk quite freely. You know what they say, Ross? And with 
real regret, too?” 

“No, what?" Ross said. 

“That the only free things in the South are a colored woman 
—and a white man." 

“Morgan, please!" 

“Fve finished," Morgan said, and poured herself another 
brandy. “Now what about Tom?" 

“He’s in love with you, Morgan." 

“I know that. It's funny." 

“No, not funny— pathetic. You know Jennie Dalton?" 

“Yes. The little washed out one with the big blue eyes. The 
one who hates me.” 

“And with good reason. She and Tom have been engaged for 
■years."-, 
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‘Turn him loose, Morgan/* Ross begged. “Send him packing. 
Jennie's father- is dying. He may not last out the month. She'll be 
all alone then, and she'll need Tom. Tom needs her. They're so 
right for each other. . . 

Morgan measured him with her black eyes. 

“What concern is that of mine?" she said. 

“It’s only elementary decency," Ross said angrily. “Would you 
wreck two lives because of a whim?" 

“Yes," Morgan said. “Why not?" 

“You are a devill" Ross spat. 

Morgan shrugged. 

“I told you that," she said. “Don't be tiresome, Ross. Tom 
amuses me. When he ceases to amuse me, 111 send him packing— 
but not before. I'm surprised at how little you know me— or else 
you wouldn't have come here with your silly, sentimental argu- 
ments about Jennie's happiness, or her needs. I don't give a fig 
whether she's happy or not, or whether she's destitute. All that 
concerns me is my happiness, my needs. I need to be amused. 
And as long as big Tom is sufficiently diverting, Jennie can go 
hang. Another bourbon, darling?" 

“Damnl" Ross said. He sat there looking at her, holding the 
glass in his hand. Then he leaned forward. 

“What about Lance, Morgan?" he said. “He's nobody's fool. 
You can’t keep him in the dark forever. And, when he finds out, 
he'll kill Tom." 

“So?" Morgan murmured, and took up the decanter again. 

“You don't carel" Ross raged. “That would amuse you, too, 
wouldn't it? That would be the greatest thrill of all, wouldn't 
it? To have a man shot down in his blood because of you! That 
would really put a delicious tingle in your little, pink guts!" 

“How well you put it!" Morgan laughed. “As a matter of fact, 
it would." 

Ross looked at her, his face very white and still. 

“You said a lot about the different kinds of women," he said 
slowly, “What kind are you, Morgan? I really want to know." 

“The different kind. The one the rules weren't made for. The 
one who always holds the whip hand." 

“Not always,” Ross said. “Your day will come," 

“I doubt it. Not as long as men are men. The mistake that most 
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women make is that they grow fond of the creatnres: I don't; 
therefore I always win/* 

She looked at him, smiling peacefully. 

‘‘Remember what I said about women getting dragged into the 
game? About their getting emotionally involved to the point that 
they imagine that what the man wants is also what they want? 
I don't, Ross — not ever. I have a nice body; but then many women 
have nice bodies. What they never realize is what a wonderful 
weapon it is! Oh, I go along — I kiss them, and allow them to 
caress me, and caress them back until they*re senseless with' de- 
sire. Then — no more. You should see their fine male egos disinte- 
grate, Ross; you should see them cry, and grovel and beg. . . 

“Suppose,** Ross said, “one of them used force?** 

“Fd kill him. And not a jury in the South would convict a 
woman on the charge of defending her honor. The funny part 
about it is they can always tell I*m capable of killing. They take 
one look at my eyes — and draw back/* 

Ross stood up. 

“Fm wasting time,** he said. “But Fd better tell you one thing, 
Morgan. You get Tom killed, and 1*11 kill you. You’re a menace. 
Fd be doing society a favor. I don’t care what the consequences 
would be. Knowing that Fd be hanged, Fd do it. So now you 
know.” 

“I don’t know,” Morgan said easily, and got up. “Because you 
wouldn’t kill me, Ross. You couldn’t.” 

Ross stared at her. 

“Why not?” he finally said. 

“Because you’re really very gentle. You have one of the kindest 
hearts in the world. When it were put to the test, you couldn’t 
do it. I know that/’ 

“Don’t provoke me, Morgan. Don’t push me too far.” 

Morgan smiled at him, and the old, mocking light was back in 
her. eyes, 

“There’s another reason why you couldn’t do it, darling,” she 
said. :^ 

“What’s that?” Ross demanded. 

“Because,” Morgan said softly, “because you’re a man.” 

She started toward him then, walking very slowly, smiling up 
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at himr When she^ w she put up her arms, letting her 

hands rest lightly upon his shoulders. 

Ross moved quickly, his own hands coming up, seizing her 
wrists, forcing them down and out and away from him. Then he 
stood, back. . 

“No," he said. “After the lecture, tiie demonstration is unneces- 
sary.’' ■ 

Morgan threw back her head and laughed. Then she made a 
half turn away from him. Ross turned too, thinking, it’s finished 
there’s nothing more I can do here damn her to hell and back 
again lor a lovely witch and me for an utter fool because on top 
of it ail I want her. . . . But Morgan’s face blurred under his 
eyes as she whirled on the heel of one slipper, and hurled herself 
against him, her mouth meeting his, and her long nails piercing 
the flesh on the back of his neck so that the blood welled up 
around each polished semicircle, and her body moving up into 
his, slow-writhing, so close that he felt scalded through his cloth- 
ing, and the rage inside of him black and bottomless, and the 
little feathery wave of terror there too, now inside the rage, feel- 
ing himself lost, hating that feeling until finally the hating was 
strong enough so that he tore himself free of her and slapped her 
hard across the mouth. 

Morgan went down in a crumpled heap in a corner. Then she 
pulled herself up on one elbow and lay there looking at him, the 
red marks of his fingers clear upon her face, her mouth bruised, 
and a slow, dark trickle beginning to pencil a ragged line down- 
ward from one of its corners. 

Ross looked at her, seeing her face framed in the wild tangle 
of her hair, her eyes searching his, her body slim, soft-curving, 
perfect beneath the blue robe, and one of her long legs curled 
under her, and the other thrust out white and blinding against 
the dark stuff of the rug, the whole of her having so abso- 
lutely the look of complete felinity, of the mating tigress waiting 
for the second, loved yet hated, assault, that he brought his closed 
fists up and thrust them over his eyes, 

“Ross," she whispered, her voice low, harsh, trembling, 
"*Ross:,:\ 

But terror mounted up in him and beat about his head like 
hidden wings. He whirled then and fled from the room; but, 
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before he reached the doorway, he heard her laughing. He 
stopped still, jerked to a halt by the invisible cords of that sound. 
But the terror was in him, the mortal fear, and he could hear 
Tennie^s voice once more in his ears: That kind of a woman 
destroys men. Oh— not literally. She leaves them alive after a 
fashion. But they aren’t men any more. They’re— things without 
souls. . . He started off again, and all the way out into the 
open, the sound of that laughter followed him. 

He had, as he flung himself into the saddle, the curious cer- 
tainty tliat he would never be free of it. 
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Chapter 8 


Ross Fary sat at the table in his dining room. He had a glass 
of bourbon in his hand, but he had scarcely tasted it. Across the 
room in the gilt-framed mirror he could see the reflection of his 
face. It looked haunted and old. 

He lifted the glass of whiskey and tasted it, then put it down 
with a grimace. Drunkenness wouldn't help. Nothing would help. 
He got up from where he sat and walked to the window. Outside 
it was raining. The street was empty except for a lone cart drawn 
by two desolate mules, putting their hoofs down tiredly into the 
sticky black mud, the rain dripping from the tips of their droop- 
ing ears. The Negro who drove them sat hunched over too, his 
broad-brimmed straw hat sodden and flopping down so that it 
hid his face. And the mud swallowed up the sound of their pass- 
ing. 

God, Ross thought, God — if Conchita were only here. . . . 

It was no day on which to be alone. In the grate the fire had 
burned down to a few embers, but he made no move to replenish 
it. If Conchita were here, they could sit before the fire — the two 
of them, and read the warm, coming years in the flickering light. 
But without her, the fire would be a mockery. Ross was afraid of 
what hemight.see in it. 

Fie rubbed his hands together and stared at the piano. But 
that was no good either. He had tried playing it already, and ail 
that had come out was Morgan's music. Damn Morgan anyhow! 
Why was she like that? Vengefulness, Lance had suggested, for 
the cruelties of a father, translated into a hatred for all men. But 
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that was much too simple, too pat. And, Ross reflected, it didn’t 
really explain Morgan, Morgan was anything but simple. Morgan 
was intricate, many-surfaced, endlessly complicated. It didn’t even 
explain: her to say that she was mad. The idea, applied to Mor- 
gan, was meaningless. 

' ; If making her owE' rules and living by them was madness, then 
Morgan was mad. But who did not make his own rules? That 
most people made them in conformity with what they thought 
was expected of them might mean that most people were sane; 
or ' it might mean that most men are cowards. And, considering 
the regularity with which people broke the rules, self-made or 
otherwise, when given an opportunity, Ross was inclined toward 
the latter view, 

Morgan was beautiful. Morgan was cruel. Day is day and night 
is night. Children are cruel. Savages are cruel. Nature itself is ab- 
solutely pitiless. Remember the hurricane of 1840? Half Natchez 
had been smashed. The shacks of squatters. The mansions 
of the great. Babies had died — and old men. 

Maybe, Ross thought, kindness is itself a sickness^ — part of the 
effeteness of civilization. Certainly people afflicted with it, like 
me, don’t stand much of a chance when they’re confronted with 
these dawn-age ones, these absolutely certain ones, people like 
Morgan who are very clear and direct and terrible. While Fm 
thinking about the why’s, people like Morgan act. They don’t 
have to ask themselves whether it’s good or bad, only *'Do I want 
to?” And when the answer is **yes” they strike very hard and all 
at once and their victim dies or lives on bleeding out his life from 
wounds that are incurable because they don’t show. ... 

He moved over to the table and took out a cigar. He put it in 
the corner of his mouth and lit it and the smoke climbed up and 
veiled his head. 

The trouble is I want her. It’s wrong to want Morgan because 
she’s somebody else’s and because wanting her is a tiling that a 
man can die of. It’s a bad thing because I don’t love her I hate 
her really she’s the most completely evil thing I’ve ever encoun- 
tered and no good could ever come of, wanting her ,: and all these 
things don’t mean a thing because knowing them' I want' her still. 
I love Conchita — not Morgan. I shall marry Gonchita and settle 
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down to a life of peace and happiness yet at the same time I’ll 
go on wanting Morgan until one of the two of us is dead. 

° God, he groaned, God, kind, merciful God! 

There was at the very bottom of all this an idea. It was a very 
small idea, almost hidden, but Ross didn’t want to bring it out 
where he could examine it. I’m mad, he kept telling himself, 
starkj raving cxazy! 

But he was not, and he knew it. He was simply afraid. Bring 
out that idea, and he was damned. Because the idea that he was 
trving to keep buried in the back part of his brain was ^erent 
from all the other ideas he had had in his life. The (Terence 
was that it could not exist as an abstraction. Once considered, it 
had to be acted upon. And the consequences of acting upon it 

were unimaginable. r 

He went back to the table and picked up the glass of bourlmn. 

Then he took the cigar out of his mouth and drank &e bom on 
down all at once without pausing for breath and afterwds he 
felt better. Whiskey, he thought, has its uses. He poured 
another, but before he could drink it, Wallace came in with h 
hat and gloves and ridir^ crop. 

Ross stared at them. . 

“Man from the Brittany place brung these,’’ Wallace said. 

‘*BrunE this note, too.’" . ^ . , 

Ross took the envelope from Wallace and hdd 
looking at it Then he picked up a paper knife ^0“ 
and slit it open. The paper was tinted and richly perfumed^He 
remembered that scent. He had smelled it many times in 

he read. “It was most injudicious of you to leave 
these thinj. If Cato had given them to my husband, 

been^trouble. I’m sorry I laughed. But it was my^ Ij- 
laughing at-not at you. Come to me, my darling. For you know 

—you know!" The note was not signed. 

■R nw sank very slowly into a chair, his face graying. 

Sgt an Iwer, M«,a Rcr Wallace a,k^ 

“No.” Ross said hoarsely. “No, Wallace-no answer 

Come to me, my darling. For you know-you know! The idea 

„a?r i. iLl been cloUced in cectainly. B ^ 

idea, and like most terrible ideas, it was very simple, if he, Ross 
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Pary, wanted Morgan Brittany, he could have her. He, alone, of 
all the men that panted after her. 

If Ross had had one shred of real vanity he could have doubted 
it, even now. But Ms humility, was very real. Even those things 
iU '^him which' looked like pride were not: his fine clothing, .and 
fine, horse, and the lovely house he was building. In another man 
those would have meant, look upon me! Behold how fine I am! 
But in Ross they had always been props to support his' failing 
■assurance. They were not meant for other eyes. Rathe,r, he could 
look at them and tell himself, ‘1 can do it, too. ! can dress well, 
and own land and live in a fine house. I also belong. . . A man 
of pride, of vanity, more often than not wanted to lead men, 
wanted to take his world between his two hands and change it— 
or break it. Ross did not. He merely wanted to join the men he 
considered his superiors; he wanted to become one of the lei- 
surely, the graceful, the sure. He didn't want to change anything, 
break anything. All he wanted was quietly and completely to 
belong. 

Knowing Mmself, he could not attribute the idea that Morgan 
was his to any excess of natural vanity. He could not look in the 
mirror and say, “Of course, why not? Any woman wouidl" Be- 
cause any woman wouldn't. He knew that. Conchita would, be- 
cause she loved him. And Morgan would— why? 

Because she loved him? Poppycock. Morgan could watch him 
die and her only interest would be in the prolongation of his 
sufferings. Then why on earth? Why? Why? Why? 

He sat down at the piano and began to play her music, delib- 
erately this time, as though searching for something. The music 
hammered through the rooms, tearing at his senses. Then in the 
middle of a chor^ he stopped. He knew. 

Morgan lived for domination. For mastery. And he had re- 
jected her. He had struck her down in anger. He — ^the gentle 
one, the pale slender one, who looked like the artist he was, like 
the musician, like the poet. Lance Brittany was gentle with his 
wife. Fearing an inherited weakness, he was careful. Tom Pary 
and Henry Montdiffie and the other men in her life, fearing her, 
without knowing that they feared her, quaking before that ter- 
rible directness, that blinding clarity of hers, had begged her, 
had implored her favors. 



But you didn’t beg a woman like Morgan. You matGlied force 
with force— cruelty with pain. What Morgan could master, she 
despised What she couidn't— she wanted. It was as simple as that. 

: He got up from the piano and called Wallace. ■ 

/^Saddle Nancy,” he said; *Tm going out.” 

Then he dressed himself with even more than his usual care. 
Over his figured blue foulard suit, with its white waistcoat with 
pale pink embossings, he put on a MacFarlan coat, really a kind ' 
of cape, which, instead of having sleeves, had two smaller capes 
attached to the shoulders hiding the sleeves of the sack coat be- 
neath when a man was in repose. It had a certain flair to it, an 
elan. It became Ross. Its dark blue tones increased the pallor of 
his thin face, added new sombemess to his brooding eyes. A 
woman seeing him in it, might dream up histories for him, tales 
of hidden loss, and manfully borne sorrow. But Ross was not 
thinking about that He was remembering Morgan lying prone 
in the corner where he had struck her down, her bruised mouth 
like a great, dark flower crushed against her face, and the white- 
ness of her body like a cry. ... 

Wallace put his head in the door to tell him that the mare was 
ready. 

“Wait,” Ross called out to him, “saddle that nag of yours, too. 
You’re going with me.” 

“Me, Marse Ross?” Wallace said. 

“Yes. You have to bring Nancy home again, from the steam- 
boat landing. I’m going to New Orleans for a few days.” 

“Yessir,” Wallace said. **Right away, sir.” 

He had done right, Ross knew. This was wise. But, looking 
back over the muddy white wake that spread out behind the boat 
toward Natchez, he wondered how it might have been. 

He got off the steamboat at the foot of Toulouse Street, and 
hailing a cabriolet, directed the driver to take him to the Saint 
Louis Hotel. As the cab stopped before the great, copper-plated 
dome, Ross, despite all his worries and his anxiety to see Con- 
chita at once, had a real feeling of pleasure. This was another 
of: the things he had always, wanted tO' do. For the Saint Louis 
was ; the home of the great. 


Be looked at tlie building with professional interes^^ 

' the work of two of the greatest Creole architects, the de, Pouillys, 
The dome alone weighed one- hundred tons, and was constructed 
■ of earthen pots like a naedievai European church. As he crossed 
, the rotunda,- a vast circle -some sixty-six feet in diameter, and 
paved with varicolored marble in a geometric pattern, a Negro 
rushed forward and took his bag. Ross followed him to the desk, 
pausing momentarily to gaze at the raised dais behind its railing 
from which slaves were auctioned, and the lovely murals on the 
wall from the hand of Dominique Canova. 

The clerk greeted hhn with marked respect, for which, Ross 
knew, he had his clothes to thank. He had also, although he did 
not know that, a certain air about him, born of his studies and 
his travels. Whatever it was, Ross found himself established in 
one of the hotel's finest rooms. 

From his window, he could look down on tlie river and on 
both Saint Louis and Royale Streets. He loved New Orleans. It 
was France in America; it was cosmopolitan, cultured, old. . . . 

When he came down again, he was dressed for the evening. 
The doorman engaged a cab for him at once, and he settled back 
against the cushions, after giving the driver the address on 
Dauphine Street where Conchita lived with her father. He won- 
dered how she'd greet him. Her letters had been warm, even 
ardent. But what had been between them was a thing that had 
happened too quickly, and which might prove quite as fragile 
as many another newborn thing. . . . 

The house where the Izquierdos lived had an air of genteel 
decay. There was a greengrocer's store on the ground floor, and 
beside it a fruitmonger's stall. But on the second floor, the warm, 
I yellow light of the lamps flooded out between the latticed blinds, 

I etching the lacy ironwork of the upper gallery against the dark- 

I ness. 

I Ross got down, paid the driver, and knocked. After uncom- 

I fortable moments of waiting, - a Negress opened the door. : 

I “Yes?" she said; “who you wants to ^see, M'sieu?"' 

I “Mademoiselle Izquierdo>" Ross told her. “Is she at home?" 

I “Yessir, she at home, her. But she got company. Who I'm, going 

I to tell her want to see -her, sir?"; 

I “Fary," Ross said. “Ross' Pary — she'll know." 

“You wait light here, ^sir,"- the; girl said.^ “I; go: git;, -her di^^^ 
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Company, Ross mused. That’s bad. This fellow, now— -what’s 
his name?— Mendez, that’s it, Jos^ Mendez. Gonchita said he was 
very handsome. Oh damn it! It would be just my luck to . , . 

But he never finished the thought, for the door burst open and 
Gonchita' flew out straight into his arms. Afterwards, long after- 
waMs, when it was possible to speak, Ross found he could not. 
He caught her by her shoulders, hard, and held her away from 
him so that he could look at her. 

He could see the great tears brimming over her long lashes, 
and shook his head. 

“Don’t cry, Gonchita mta,” he said tenderly; “there is nothing 
to weep over, . . 

“Nothing but happiness,’’ she said. “Oh, Ross, mi alma, if you 
had not come soon I would have died!” 

Then she kissed him again, clinging her mouth to his endlessly, 
achingly in the stillness until he was getting the feeling that life 
always had a way of being a little too much for him at the wrong 
times and in the wrong places when she broke away from him, 
laughing gaily, and took his arm. 

“Come,” she said. “My father is above, and Jos^. It is better 
that you speak to them.” 

Ross said in a disgruntled tone. “He calls upon you?” 

“Yes. It is the wish of my father that I marry Jos^. But it is 
not my wish. He is a good boy, very handsome and nice, but — ” 

“But what?” Ross said. 

“He is not you,” 

“Thank Godi” Ross said. 

They came up the stairs into a dark hallway, and Gonchita 
turned to him, and put her arms up and drew his head down 
until the hammers started once more in his blood. 

“Nol” he whispered; “no more! How can I meet them with 
my, face like ire?” 

“It is so nice — the darkness,” Gonchita said. “Once before there 
was darkness. Do you remember, my Ross?” 

“Can I forget to breathe?” Ross said, “It would be easier than 
forgetting— that.” 

“Come!” she laughed. “We must see them and then we must 
.plan ■ our escape., 

, At the doorway, she paused, and Ross could hear. .the. voices. 

' “It’s madness, I tell you,” a . voice' he did not, know, was; saying, 
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“the people will never rise! They are too beaten down, too cowed. 
Why should they rise, Sehor Izquierdo, when they know that to 
revolt can only mean a terrible death?’' 

“Liberty for one’s children, Jos^,“ Eduardo Izquierdo said, “is 
worth a terrible death.” , 

“But this of the dying does not servel It is the living and the 
winning that count. And we cannot win now. We have not the 
arms, the supplies, the — ” 

“We have the will. That is sufficient. And with men like my 
esteemed and honored friend Joaquin de Aguero to lead the peo- 
ple, all Cuba will flame with revolt from one end to the other!” 

“But — ” Jos6 began, and Conchita pushed open the door. 

Eduardo Izquierdo turned in his chair, leaning forward on his 
cane. 

“The Senor Pary,” he said. “You have cost me much worry, 
young man.” 

“Good evening, sir,” Ross murmured. “If I have caused you 
worry, I have much sorrow, Sehor. Nothing was further from my 
intention.” 

At the sound of Ross’s courtly Spanish, Jos^ Mendez stared. 
This one, he thought, is more than formidable. Usually these 
Americanos have not the brains to master another tongue. . . . 

“Yet you have,” Sehor Izquierdo continued; “but first, may I 
present the Sehor Jos^ Mendez, my partner in the newspaper 
La Unidn and also my good friend.” 

“I have much pleasure to know you, Sehor,” Ross said; “your 
secure servitor, sir.” 

“Much pleasure!” Jos^ snapped. 

“Sit down,’' Izquierdo said. *'Muneca mia, find the gentleman a 
chair.” 

Conchita pushed one forward, and Ross sank into it, while 
Conchita stood behind it leaning her folded arms on its back. 

“This of the preoccupation/' Ross began; “of what consists it, 
sir?” 

“Of my little munecita*s interest in you. Ho\-ver honorable 
your intentions, the differences in background and training are in- 
surmountable. . . 

“Hardly that, Sehor Izquierdo,” Ross said. “I received a con- 
siderable part of my education in Spain. I know and sympathize 
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with your customs. As for my intentions, they are very simple: 
With your permission, Sefior, and with hers, I mean to make 
Gonchita my^ wife.’' , ' 

He could see young Mendez bristle, but Izquierdo's eyes held 
no surprise, only sadness. 

“My daughter," he said with grave dignity, “has always been 
given every freedom. I do not believe in slavery — not even in en- 
slaving my children. But I must ask that both of you wait for a 
while. Possibly one or both of you may change. . . 

“Never," Ross said. . . 

“Ah, youth," the old man sighed. “Still, a year will not be in- 
supportable. Thereafter, we will see. . . 

“I bow to your decision, Senor," Ross said. 

“Father," Gonchita said suddenly, “have I your permission to 
accompany Senor Pary to the theatre? He has come a long way 
and . . 

“Without a duena?'* Jos^ snapped; “Gonchita, what's gotten 
into you?" 

“She has often accompanied you to the theatre without a 
duena/' Eduardo Izquierdo pointed out. “And the Sefior Pary is 
Caballero of much wisdom and taste. I have heard him speak on 
several matters in the house of the Senores Brittany. Of course, 
my dear; but do not stay out late." 

“Thank you, Father," Gonchita said, and kissed him. Then she 
made a face at Jos«^, and skipped from the room, pausing long 
enough in the doorway to say to Ross: “Be tranquil, my soul, I 
shall not be long. ..." 

Jos^ stared at Ross. 

“What is your profession, Senor?" he demanded. 

“I am a planter, and an architect," Ross told him calmly. 

“Then you are, doubtless, the owner of slaves?" 

, “I, am," Ross said. 

“We are firmly opposed to slavery," Jos<§ said. “In a free Cuba, 
there.will be no, slaves."’ 

“That," Ross said, “is noble of you, Senor Mendez." 

“Y5u surprise me," Jos^ sneered; “I expected you to defend 
slavery'' with' much .heat. , . 

“Slavery," Ross said, “is a moral wrong. At my death, or, if 
possible, before it, ail my people shall be freed." 
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*‘Good!*’ Eduardo Izquierdo said. 

‘*Why good?’* Jos^ demanded. “At his death he will free them, 
after he has spent a lifetime growing fat from their labors. Then 
the sacrifice is slight.” - 

" RossTooked at him thinking: I must not lose my temper. He 
■can win only if I let myself get angry and act badly and what’s 
to be gained is worth a little forbearance. 

; “You are right, Senor Mdndez,” he said easily; “to free them 
at my death would scarcely be a true demonstration of my senti- 
ments. But you forget my words. I said, or before^ if possible ” 

“Why should it not be possible?” Jos6 said. “A stroke of the 
pen, and it is done. It seems to me a thing of great facility, even 
of simplicity.” 

“It’s not, though,” Ross said. “In the State of Mississippi there 
is a law which prohibits their manumission within the borders 
of the State. I should have to fight the matter through the courts 
which would take years, and cost a fortune. Or, I should have to 
sell them out of the State to a trusted friend, who would follow 
my instructions to free them. Even though I provided such a one 
with purchase money, where could I find such a man? What 
guarantee would I have that the temptation of having his hands 
upon a group of trained Negroes worth a fortune, would not 
prove too much for him? It is not simple, Senor Mendez. Nothing 
in life ever really is. ...” 

“True,” Izquierdo sighed. “It is not simple. I freed iny own 
blacks and I know. There would be, additionally, the repercus- 
sions from your slaveholding neighbors, who might be moved 
even to reprisals.” 

“I have thought of that, but I do not preoccupy myself with 
it,” Ross said, “There are other difficulties. The blacks on my 
place were bought jointly by me, my brother, and the Senor Dal- 
ton, the father of my brother's affianced. I do not rightly know 
which of them I own, and which are the property of my part- 
ners. Besides, Caballeros, you have seen the lot of the freed blacks 
here in the South. I am fond of my people. I wdsh to prevent 
their having such a fate.” 

“How could you prevent it?” Jos^ asked. He was, Ross could 
see by his tone, considerably mollified. 

“By spending years educating my people before freeing them. 
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That, likewise, is against the law in my State; but I could do it.^ 
But to send them out unlettered and helpless would be scarcely 
kind. . ■ 

‘*And my Ross is the soul of kindness,” Gonchita said, as she 
came through the door. “Come on, my own, or we shall be late.” 

She brushed her father’s cheek lightly with her lips, and put 
out her hand to Jos^. 

“Gonchita — ” Jos<^" whispered, and Ross could hear the pain in 
his voice. 


Poor devil, he thought, it isn't an easy thing, is it? 

“Be tranquil,” Gonchita murmured; “You, amigo mio, are es- 
caping a hard fate. It is my Ross who is to be pitied — not you.” 

Then Ross took her arm and they went very fast through the 
dark hall and down the stairs. They walked up Dauphine to 
Conti, and Ross signaled a cabriolet with his cane. The driver 
drew liis ancient nag to a stop. They got in, and the driver opened 
his little trap door and said: 

“Where to, sir?” 

Ross looked at Gonchita. 

“This theatre to which I am taking you,” he said; “where is it, 
my Gonchita?” 

Gonchita stared at him, then, suddenly she started to laugh. 

“Ross, Ross!” she said in Spanish. “You are, like all men, of a 
formidable stupidity! I had to tell my father something. . . 

Ross frowned. 

“Then where shall I take you?” he said. “We can’t ride around 
ail night” 

Gonchita leaned against him and buried her face in his cape, 

“I must say it!” she whispered; “I — not you! Oh, Ross — must 
you always shame me so?” 

“But, Gonchita ...” 

“Take me,” she said fiercely, “to wherever you are staying, to 
wherever there is darkness and an absence of people! , . . Oh, 
Ross!”'". ■ 

“Gonchita,” Ross murmured, “I am staying at the Saint Louis 
Plotel, which is a hotel that is of great size and well known. To 
enter it with you would not only arm a scandal, but would be 
simply impossible. , 


Gonchita straightened up 





‘Tlien/Vshe said, ‘‘take 33ae somewhere 

Good God, Ross thought, what an imbecile I am! 

'^Munecita mia, little doll/\ he told her, “I know but little of 
New Orleans,' and absolutely nowhere I could take you where 
there is darkness and an emptiness of people. Do you — ?” 

Gonchita’s green eyes widened in the darkness, 

“No,"’ she said tartly, “but now I wish terribly that I did 
For two reasons: first because now that I have become both 
wicked and shameless, I want to be alone with you; and secondly 
it would divert me much to explain to you how I came to know 
such a thing!” 

“Ill be damned!” Ross said helplessly; 

“Tell him to drive down to Jackson Square,” Conchita said. 
“Perhaps I shall think of something, . . 

The ancient nag moved off, slow-clopping in the darkness. The 
ancient streets of the Vieux Carrd inched backward behind them, 
and only the dimmest light came from between the shutters of 
the window. 

Ross put out his arm and drew Conchita to him. He kissed her 
a long time but without force. But, when he released her, she put 
up both her hands and cradled his face between them. 

“I love you, my Ross. So very much I love thee. Enormously, 
terribly — ^with all my heart. There are times when you are not 
here that I think I will die of wanting you. I have not very much 
the patience. I think about how it will be when we are together 
finally in our own little house with the children— Ross! You wish 
children, do you not? You have never said. . . 

“At least a dozen,” Ross smiled, “all of them like you.” 

“And I, equally; but they must be like you with fair hair and 
blue eyes and none of my obscurity of coloring. Gentle like you, 
patient. Oh, corazon heart of my heart, I wish we could 
commence them now!” , 

“That would be a grave thing,” Ross said. He peered at her. 
“Conchita,” he whispered, “I have much fear of that” 

“Be tranquil. I had for a nurse a Negress of the brush, who 
was very wise. She taught me many thing-s. That danger does not 
exist . . 

“Thank God!” Ross said fervently, 
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‘1 wish it didV\ Conchita said fiercely. “It would solve so many 
things. My father would have to consent then and—” 

“ConchitaF’ 

“Sorry. I am one crazy little bird, no?” 

“Yes. But we must be careful.”. 

“Jackson Square,” the driver said. 

Ross looked at Conchita. 

“Pay him and let’s get out,” Conchita said, “at least I can walk 
with you in the darkness.” 

They got down from the cab and started to walk around the 
square. But in November in New Orleans the nights are damp 
with the beginning of the winter’s chill, and after a time, it 
started to rain. 

“Oh, damn!” Ross said. 

“Equally,” Conchita said, “I have thought and thought and 
nothing exists within this head of mine. So now I have to walk 
here in the darkness and the wet, when I want to be safe and 
warm somewhere in your arms, ...” 

“I am a fool!” Ross said bitterly. 

“No — ^just good. Such things do not come easily to the good. 
But do not preoccupy yourself, mi alma. Stop there in the shadow 
of the Cabildo, or in the Alley of the Pirates and kiss me very 
much. That will warm our blood.” 

She was, Ross discovered to his sorrow, quite right. They stood 
in each other’s arms in the doorway of the old building that the 
Spaniards had erected in the days when Louisiana was a province 
of Spain. Conchita lay heavily against him, her face buried in the 
hollow of his throat, crying so hard she could not speak. 

“Little one,” Ross whispered, “my tender little one, do not 
weep. . . 

“I cannot help it,” she sobbed; “I thought that I would have 
so much joy of your coming, and it has become now a thing of 
sorrows, a kind of torture, because having you I cannot have you, 
and loving you we cannot love. . . She looked up at him sud- 
denly. ■ 

*lfou might ask one of the drivers of the little cabs,” she whis- 
pered, “whether there is not a place to which we could go. . , .” 

“No!” Ross said; “no, Conchita— no!” 

“Why not?” she said, 
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' :^‘Because— ' Oil' I can’t 'explain it' really, I have not the 'words. 
But, my own, it cannot be like that.' We- cannot go to a place of 
shame because what lies between us is not shameful. What hap- 
pened between us happened without plan, without scheming and 
hiding and" being afraid. It is a thing very beautiful and very fine 
that neither of us can cheapen. Someday again without thinking, 
without planning, it will happen. And then finally there will be 
the church and the priest and the sanctity of God upon it. . . . I 
am sorry; I have said it badly. . . 

“No — ^well. And you have much right, my Ross. Now you must 
take me home again, and you must go back to Natchez. Because 
with you here, near me, the refraining will be a thing insup- 
portable.’* She looked up at him tenderly. “I will come to you,” 
she said. “I do not know when or how, but I will come. And 
then we shall have such joy of each other that the Angels shall 
envy usl Come now — let us go. . . 


That next night, as the steamboat slid into the landing at 
Natchez, Ross Pary felt the sickness rise in him. It was going to 
be a good thing, a fine thing, he thought, and I ruined it. By not 
thinking, by not realizing how hard it would be. . . . He walked 
out toward the foredeck, and stared at the low, dim light of 
Natchez Under the Hill, remembering the last time he had stood 
like that looking upon the world he meant to conquer. Well, he 
had conquered it now; he had climbed the Hill, and what good 
was it? 

He had his house, Moonrise, nearly coxiipieted, his lands, and 
his slaves. And he was ashamed now of gaining his bread from the 
sweat of other men’s brows, and just beyond Moonrise lay Fin- 
iterre. Land’s End, the place of his desolation. Before, standing 
here, there had also been— Morgan, Over there in that darkness, 
among those lights slow-sliding toward him, would there also be 
Morgan? He could feel the terror moving in him at the thought. 

If there had been Gonchita last night in New Orleans, he would 
have been armed; Gonchita would have brought him peace, stilled 
the tumult in liis blood. It would have been a new beginning, a 
new dedication, against which all the hosts of hell might have 
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hurled themseives in vain. But now he felt weak, and lost and un- 
sure with the small voices o£ fear wailing within his heart ' : 

' I could, he realized with horrified certainty,, betray Lance, my 
friend, and Gonchita, my love--even betray myself and that is 
the worst of , it. Because of Morgan I could silence my dignity, 
make sport of honor, sell myself into a kind of slavery whose' 
degradation has no limits, and whose term has no end. . . 

He straightened up, as though by the act of stiffening' his body, 
he could stiffen his will I may not escape her, he thought; but it 
won't be because I haven't tried, . , . 

As he came down the gangplank to the wharf, he saw the 
woman waiting below. He stopped dead, his heart beating' a 
drumroil in his throat. Oh, God, no! he thought; not now, not 
already, I need time— time — 

But there was no escaping it, so he came on down the gang- 
plank and straight toward the woman who waited. And when he 
was close, joy awoke, for the woman waiting there was Jennie 
Dalton. 

“Jen!” he said gaily, “what on earth are you doing—” But then 
he saw her face. The joy drained out of him all at once, and com- 
ing up to her he took her hand. She was not crying. She hadn't 
been. And she should have. It would have been better had she 
cried. 

“Jen,” Ross whispered, “Jen . . 

“Father,” she said clearly. “Ten o'clock this morning, Ross. I 
tried to find Tom, but I couldn't ! — 1 think has him. No 
matter, you're here. I always could depend upon you. Wallace 
told me you were in New Orleans. I — met ail the boats. Thank 
God you came. . . 

“I— Fm sorry, Jen,” Ross said gently. 

“I know. Father always doted on you. He always said I was a 
fool to choose Tom when you are so much the better man. He 
was right. I was a fool I am still . , 

,, “Please, Jen 

“Fm alone now. 1 have no way to turn. I shall never live at 
Moonrise because Tom will never be. free of her.” 

: '“Come and live therennyway/' Ross began, but Jennie stopped 

him,.' ;■ ' 

■ “No, Ross. 'That's impossible. A single, woman,, cannot';' livevm 



the house of a single man. Not in Natchez, Mississippi; not in 
this year of Our^ Lord, 1850.' And I can^t marry you for two good 
reasons: You no longer love, me, because of this Cuban girl. She’s 
lovely, Ross, ' and really very nice, I think youli be very happy. 
And the second reason is still the same: much as I admire you, I 
couidn’t come to you still loving Tom. And I love him still— 
God help me, I dol” 

‘‘He loves you, too,'" Ross said urgently. “Believe me, Jennie, 
I know. Morgan has bewitched him, now — but hell come out of 
it,' and then . . 

But Jennie shook her head. 

“No, Ross,’’ she said, “he won’t — not ever. Come on now, 1 need 
you.” 

The arrangements were soon made, and Peter Dalton lay in 
the little cemetery under the Hill where all his life he had lived 
well and bravely. Throughout the funeral Tom Pary sat with his 
red face somber and still, listening to Jennie’s gentle weeping. 
Then, after it was done, he mounted his horse and rode away. 

The weeks diat followed were for Ross one of the bad times. 
He worked endlessly, pushing Moonrise toward completion. By 
the first of December, he knew he had won. He would live in his 
house by Christmas. But the victory was a hollow one. He’d live 
there with little Annis, and his brother Tom, and no woman of 
his choosing would sit at the foot of the table. A year would soon 
pass, but there remained the question of the slaves because Con- 
chita would never consent to be mistress of a siavehoiding estab- 
lishment. 

And there remained also — Morgan. Try as he would, Ross 
could not avoid seeing her occasionally. He could feel her gi^eat 
black eyes upon him, burning into his calmness, his pretenses. 
What he could do, he did: he never saw her alone, and gave Wal- 
lace strict orders that she was never to be admitted to his rooms 
without her husband. But the strain of it told upon his nerves. 

He seldom played the piano any more, because sooner or later, 
Morgan’s music would rise up in him, demanding to be played. 
He rode the dark roads at midnight, unable to find sleep. And 
he drank much more heavily than had been his custom, and grew 
thinner and paler until his somber, dark blue eyes seemed too big 
for his face. 
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He sat out at Finiterre one evening upon JNancy, watclnng 
Lance Brittany jump Ms new hunter over the high barred gate. 
The horse was a magnificent dappled gray stallion, and he soared ' 
over the gate as effortlessly as though he had wings. No other horse 
in the county, perhaps even in the State, Ross knew, could make 
that Jump. And Lance rode' him like a centaur, the man and 
beast almost one flesh. 

Lance came riding up to him, his dark face flushed with happi- 
ness, so that he looked almost boyish despite the white wings at 
his temples, and the fine threads of white that showed in his 
dark hair. 

‘‘Some nag, eh Ross?” he grinned. 

'‘Yes,” Ross said; “that animal is absolutely ail horse. What do 
you call him, Lance?” 

“Prince. I'm going to try to get a mare of the strain. That way 
111 always have the best horses in the State. You're staying for 
dinner, aren't you, boy?” 

“Well — ” Ross began. 

“Stay,” Lance said. “You’ve been shunning us here of late. And 
Finiterre ought to be your second home. , . 

“All right,” Ross said. “Lance, how high is that gate?” 

“Don't rightly know. It has twelve bars. I've been thinking of 
adding another, but it might be dangerous. You saw Prince jump. 
Tell me, how far does he clear the top?” 

“By inches. Another bar and his left foreleg would catch, 
sure. ...” 

“What,” Morgan asked, “would happen then?” 

Lance turned to her, frowning. 

“I thought you were up at the house,” he said. 

“I was, I just came out. What would happen, Lance, if his fore- 
leg hooked the top bar?” 

“He'd take a header,” Lance said grimly. “Break both his fore- 
legs and his neck. And I'd be killed.” 

“Couldn't you jump free?” Morgan whispered. 

“No,” Lance said flatly; ‘Td be killed.” . 

“Then don't add another bar, darling,” Morgan said sweetly. 
“Come in, dinner is almost ready.” 

She was grave and thoughtful throughout that meal. Ross 
didn't like that. She was attentive and courteous—even kind. Not 
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once during that dinner did she loose the barbed shafts of her 
wit Ross could see Lance relaxing under the influence of the 
good wines and the food and Morgan’s kindness. But he sat very 

stiffly in his chair, alert and watchful. 

' This ■ was a Morgan he had never seen before. And Morgan 
playing the role of a good wife and gracious hostess was some- 
thing. Everything she does, Ross thought, she heightens— raises 
it out of the commonplace. . . . And once more he was reminded 
of how impossible it was to actually comprehend Morgan. More 
than any other woman he had ever met, she was endlessly com- 
plicated. Yet, he had had at times the feeling that Morgan was 
quite simple and direct. Looking at her, he tried to resolve the 
contradiction. Is it, he mused, because in her all the dreadful 
complexities of our civilization exist, but are controlled by her 
will so that they express themselves in a kind of terrible sim- 
plicity? 

*‘You look so puzzled, Ross,” Morgan said. ”What’s the mat- 
ter?” 

“You,” Ross said boldly; “I don’t understand you, Morgan.” 

“Don’t try, boy,” Lance said. “Things less difficult than that 
have driven men mad.” 

“If I were in your shoes, Lance,” Ross said drily, “I probably 
would be mad by now.” 

“Who says I’m sane?” Lance quipped. 

“The difference is, Ross, dear,” Morgan said calmly, “that 
Lance trusts me. He knows he can. You don’t, do you?” 

“No,” Ross said; “I don’t.” 

Morgan turned to Lance with a smile. 

“Ross thinks I’m capable of infinite wickedness,” she said. 
“He’s been listening to gossip. Darling,” she said to Ross, “why 
don’t you just tell Lance the things you’ve heard. Wouldn’t that 
relieve your mind?” 

Lance glared at her, 

“That’s enough, Morgan,” he said. “For the record. I’d better 
tell you that I’ve talked with Ross numerous times, and he has 
yet to utter an unkind remark about you. I think that sometimes 
he’s even lied in your behalf.” 

“How sweet!” Morgan laughed. 

“The point is, my dear,” Lance said ' heavily, “that there are 



two dozen people wiio wouia aeiignt in giving me a aetaiiea ac- 
count of yonr activities on the many occasions that I am away : 
from home. Fve had to shut some of them up before they could 
get started. At fifty, a man wants peace, I don’t want to be put in: 
a position where I’d have to kill someone. . . 

‘That/’ Morgan mocked, “is kind of you, dear.” . 

Lance ignored the interruption. 

' “In a way, I do trust you,” he said. “I think you’re daring and 
reckless and a fool. I don’t think you’re either wicked or faithless. 
But don’t ever let me find out that I’m wrong. If I ever should 
have to change my opinion— God help you.” He turned back to 
Ross. “Sorry,” he said; “this was no time for such talk. Reckon 
the conversation got a little out of hand, . . 

“It’s all right, Lance,” Ross said. 

He put out his hand to take up his demi-tasse, but he did not 
drink it, for he saw Cato coming through the door, his eyes wide 
with excitement. 

Lance looked at him. 

“What’s the matter, Cato?” he growled. “Something wrong?” 

“Yassuh!” Cato said. “Marse Ross, your man Simon’s outside. 
He say you come right now! Say there’s trouble down at Miss 
Jennie’s!” 

“Trouble?” Ross said. “What kind of trouble, Cato?” 

“I dunno, suh. You have to ask Simon that. . . 

Ross stood up, nodding to Morgan. 

“You’ll excuse me?” he said politely. 

“I’ll come with you, if you don’t mind,” Lance said. “Maybe 
you’ll need help.” 

“Do,” Ross said. “I might at that.” 

They found Simon in the hall, shivering with fright. 

“What ails you, Simon?” Ross demanded. “What’s happened 
to Miss Jennie?” 

“Nothing yet, boss — I hope,” Simon quavered. “Ever since old 
Marse Dalton died them fellows down there been picking at her. 
Told her I was going to tell you or Marse Tom, but she wouldn’t 
let' me. ; Said Marse Tom didn’t care, and she didn’t want to 
bother you. . . /’ 

“Get to the point,' man!” Ross snapped. ■ ■ 

“They — they drunk, Marse Ross! Six of ’em! They been hang- 
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ing around the ^ h evening-just waiting lor dark. And 

Mhis Jennie there all by herself. . Thought I better come tell 
you. 'Them fellows might 

^‘Thanks, Simon/’ Ross said quietly. “Cato, get me my things. 
And give Simon a drink. I think he needs it.” 

' ■ '^Get my things too, ■ Cato/’ Lance said. 

“Lance/’ Ross said, “there's no need. . . 

“Six of those river rats against you alone? Don’t be a fool, Ross. 
Are you armed?” 

“Yes/' Ross told him, “I have a gun/' 

“Good! Come into the study a minute, won’t you?” 

Ross followed him into the study. Lance caught hold of a 
broad door set into the paneling and opened it. Behind it, on 
the wall, the rows of guns gleamed dully. Lance took down a 
frontier model Colt, almost as big as a small cannon, and stuffed 
it into his belt. Then from the center of the panel, he brought 
down something that looked like a thick coil of rope. Looking 
at it, Ross saw that it was a loaded muieskinner's whip. It was 
fourteen feet long. 

Lance, Morgan had said, believed everything could be solved 
with a gun or a whip. This time, Ross thought, maybe he'll be 
right. In the hands of an expert, a muieskinner's whip was a ter- 
rible weapon. Of the two weapons, Ross would much rather have 
faced the gun. 

“Now,” Lance said grimly, “I'm ready.” 

Nancy was a fast horse, but compared to Lance’s Prince, she 
might as well be standing still. Lance held the big stallion back, 
both to allow Ross to keep up with him, and to save the animal; 
because it was a long ride down to Natchez Under the Hill. To 
Ross the ride seemed to last forever. 

But finally they were thundering down Silver Street. Just be- 
fore they reached the house, they heard Jennie scream. Ross 
threw himself down from the mare, and hit the dirt running. He 
went through the smashed door, hanging crazily upon its hinges, 
with Lance on his heels. The rivermen did not hear him coming. 
They were much too busy. 

They had thrown Jennie across the bed, and four of : them were 
holding her arms and legs, while the other two tore at her cloth- 
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fm in time, Ross breathed, thank God, Tm in time. Then he 
lilted the pistol and shot the biggest of the rivermen in the belly. 
The man sat down at once with a surprised' grunt, holding his 
belly with both hands and staring stupidly at blood that oozed- 
out between his fingers. All the others made a break for the door 
with Lance Brittany just behind them, swinging the long lash' 
the moment he was in the open and had space enough to use it. 
It sang and whined and bit, and Ross could hear the river rats' 
agonized howling. 

But Ross did not follow them. He bent down and picked up a 
blanket and used it to cover Jennie's nakedness. She nestled in 
his arms crying: 

“You came, didn’t you, Ross? You always come when I need 
you. You — not Tom. ...” 

Ross didn’t answer her. He was looking at the big man who sat 
in the corner holding his punctured abdomen, and staring at the 
never-ending flow of his blood. He sat there, like that, until he 
died. 

I’ve killed a man, Ross thought, I— who never before carried 
a gun or wanted to hurt any living creature. He felt sick, the hot 
nausea rising in his throat. 

“Come on,” he said to Jennie, ‘let’s get out of here.” 

They met Lance coming back, coiling the big whip about his 
shoulders. His dark, handsome face bore a grin of complete satis- 
faction. 

“I took a square yard off each of their hides,” he said. “You all 
right, Miss Jennie?” 

“Yes,” Jennie whispered, “thanks to you two. . . 

“Don’t mention it,” Lance said. “It was a pleasure. Tell you 
what. Miss Jennie. You go get some clothes on, and then you come 
stay out at Finiterre for a while. Mrs. Brittany would be glad to 
have you, I’m sure. . . He stopped suddenly, halted by the hor- 
ror in Jennie’s eyes. “Why, what’s the matter, Miss?” he asked 
.kind'iy. 

“Nor^Jeiinie got out, her voice harsh, low, strained. “Never!” 

•Lance stared at her, then- looked. at -Ross. 

“Jennie is among those,” Ross said quietly, “who — don't ad- 
,mire -'Morgan.. . .. .' 

“I see,” Lance murmured.“Big Tom, too — eh? So that was the 
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reason for those nonexistent eh; Ross? You were pro- 

tecting your brother’s hide/’ 

“Let’s not discuss it now, Lance,” Ross said. “Jennie, you’d bet- 
ter get dressed.” 

“I can’t go back in there with— him,” Jennie whispered. 

“With whom?” Lance demanded. 

“The man I shot,” Ross said. “He — he's dead, Lance.” 

“GoodI” Lance said grimly. “He had it coming. You wait here, 
Miss Jennie. Ross and I will drag him out.” 

They went back into the house, and Lance unceremoniously 
caught hold of the big man by one of his arms and pulled him 
over/ He fell with a sickening looseness, his eyes wide open and 
staring. 

“Grab his other arm, Ross,” Lance said brusquely. 

There had never been anything in all his life that Ross had 
wanted less to do than to touch that dead man. But Lance was 
staring at him. 

“Don’t be squeamish,” he said. “You had guts enough to kill 
him— which he richly deserved — now have guts enough to drag 
him out. That girl will freeze out there.” 

Ross caught hold of the left arm and the two of them dragged 
him out of the room down the hall, and out back of the house. 

“Reckon we’d better notify the authorities,” Lance said. 

Ross leaned weakly against the side of the house. 

“What authorities?” he said. “The sheriff doesn’t even come 
down here. You don’t know Under the Hill, Lance.” 

“Won’t there be trouble?” Lance asked. 

“No. His friends will get drunk and forget him. And down here 
the law doesn’t exist.” 

Lance looked at Ross pityingly. 

“No wonder you wanted to leave,” he said. 

“I hated itl” Ross said. 

“The thing for you to do,” Lance said, “is to get this girl out 
of here — sever all connections with your past. Everybody else has 
forgotten it; it’s time you did, too.” 

“Right,” Ross said, almost inaudibiy. 

“What’ll we do with him?” Lance said. ‘'He can’t stay here.” 

“Roll him over the bluff— let the river take him. . . .” 

“All right,” Lance said, “come on.” 
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They dragged the dead man the few short yards to the river, 
and gave him a shove. He rolled down the incline with that curi- 
ous look of bonelessness that only the dead have, and went into 
the water with a mighty splash. Ross stared down at him, sinking 
slowly beneath the surface, then he turned , his head and was 
quietly sick upon the ground. 

“You're a curious cuss," Lance observed; “as tender as a woman, 
yet you always do what you have to, don't you? Only in you it 
takes a kind of courage that, come to think of it, is mighty fine. 
You've got sense enough to be scared, but you would have ridden 
down here and taken those six hoodlums on alone. And you have 
no stomach for violence, yet you'd fight like seven cornered devils 
when there's no other choice. Damn my soul, Ross, I like you; I 
really dol" 

“Thanks," Ross said. 

They went back around the house to where Jennie waited, 
shivering and blue with the December cold. 

“It's all right, Jen," Ross said. “You can go in, now." 

Jennie moved hesitantly into the house. 

Lance turned to Ross. 

“What are you going to do with her? She’s your brother’s fi- 
ancee, I understand, so she can't stay out at Moonrise. People 
would talk. She won’t come to Finiterre — and she can’t stay here. 
Quite a problem, Ross." 

‘Tm going to give her my rooms," Ross said, “and move to that 
temporary house of Tom's. My sister, Annis, is out there now. I’ll 
have her come in and stay with Jen. That'll fix it. . . 

“Damned inconvenient, if you ask me," Lance said. 

“It is. But I'll be in my new house by Christmas. Three more 
weeks won't hurt me any." 

“Ross," Lance said, “what's this about Morgan— and Tom?" 

“Please, Lance," Ross began; but the thunder of hoofbeats 
stopped Mm. They both looked up and saw Tom's great gelding 
pounding down Silver Street. Tom pulled the ^imal up so hard 
it reared. Then he hurled himself from the saddle, his face as 
white as a sheet. . 

- ' “Jen— " he gasped. “Where is she, boy? Is she all right?" 

“In the house,” Ross said. “Yes, she's all right, Tom." / 

“ThanksI" Tom said, and was off, pounding throtigh the door. 
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He was iiiside a lonig, long time. 

Lance looked at 

^‘Better uniimber that shooting iron, boy," he said;* “looks like 

Miss Jennie needs some more rescuing." 

“No," Ross said, “here they come now." 

Tom came out of the house with his big arxii around Jennie’s 
waist. Jennie’s face was glowing with happiness, and tears clung 
to her lashes. 

“Gentlemen," Tom said, “I want to thank you. I’m mighty 
grateful- Jennie told me what you done. So you got one of the 
bastards, eh, Ross? Good boy! Tm proud of you/’ 

“If you had been keeping up with Jennie like you should 
have — " Ross said angrily. 

“I know," Tom said. “You’re damned right, Ross. Fve been a 
fool." He smiled down at Jennie with clumsy tenderness, then he 
looked back at Ross. “All right, boy," he said; “you got your wish. 
There’s going to be a wedding at Mooni'ise— come Christmas 
time. . . 

Ross stared at him. 

“Well I'll be damned!" he said. 

“I’m taking Jennie up to your place," Tom said. “She’ll have 
to stay there, boy. There ain't no place else, , . 

“Right," Ross said. 

Tom lifted Jennie up on the gi'ay gelding, then climbed up in 
front of her. 

“So long, gentlemen," he said, “and many thanks. . . 

Ross turned back to Lance, but the older man clapped him on 
the shoulder hard, a smile lighting his dark face. 

“That crow I was going to pick with you is dead, Ross," he said. 
“Reckon it never was anything much, knowing Morgan as I do. 
Let’s leave it buried, shall we?" 

“Right," Ross said. “I'll play a requiem over its grave. . . 
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Chapter 9 


The RAiiN wept through the branches of the oaks and the long 
streamers of moss hung down, unstirred by any wind. Ross Pary, 
wrapped in an oilskin poncho, leaned against the dripping bark 
of an oak and looked at his house. He wore no hat, and his thick 
curling blond hair lay soaked and plastered against his forehead. 
But he lay back against the trunk of the oak, unmoving. 

Before him, the house, Moonrise, stood filling up his eyes. His 
Negroes had made a clearing in the oak grove, but the trees they 
had left, framed the house, so that a guest coming up the winding 
drive always saw it through a screen of gnarled bough, and thick 
green and gray silver moss. It was not a great house like Staunton, 
or Monmouth, or Laurel Hill; but those who saw it afterwards 
recalled it as a little gem, though, actually, it was not small. 

All its lines had been designed to give the illusion of height. 
By having only one gallery, instead of two, and letting the Doric 
columns soar up to the roof, the illusion was increased; and the 
small balcony, with its wrought iron balustrade that hung under 
the same roof at the height of the second story, added a Creole 
touch which somehow harmonized with the whole. 

His house. With his own two hands he had done it. For this 
thing he had climbed the Hill. And the woman he had dreamed 
of would this day become mistress ofit, but as his brother’s wife, 
not his. He had given up that dream, of course. But, standing 
there in the rain, he wondered if his resignation had not been too 
ready; if his second, fairer dream might not turn to ashes, too, in 
its turn.," 



Tom's marriage to Jennie was only going to increase his difli- 
cuities; for how, once Moonrise had become the dwelling place of 
a family, would he ever be able to fulfill his pledge to Conchita 
to free the slaves? And with Tom removed from the list of those 
who provided her with diversions, what was to prevent Morgan 
Brittany from hurling even greater temptations at his well-nigh 
defenseless head? 

Ross groaned, thinking of it. The weather suited his mood. He 
got a CTazy kind of comfort out of standing there, bareheaded in 
the rain, as if the lowering skies were the visible symbols of his 
confusion and his grief. 

He heard a noise in the brush, so slight that at first he thought 
he had imagined it; but, when he turned, Brutus stood there be- 
side him. 

‘'Marse Ross, Marse Ross," Brutus said. “You’s going to catch 
your death!" 

Ross looked at Brutus’ giant frame, already soaked to the skin, 
and entirely unprotected. 

“What about you, Brutus?" he smiled. “You’re wetter than 1 
am." 

“Sure thing, boss,’' Brutus laughed; “but I’m a bigger man than 
you is and a whole lot tougher." 

“Come for your Christmas gift, Brutus?" Ross asked. “You’re 
early, aren’t you?" 

“Nawsuh, Marse Ross — didn’t come for that. Just come to ask 
you if you done heard anything from Marse Harry. . . 

“Marse Harry?" Ross began, then he recognized the name. “Oh, 
you mean Mister Linton," he said. “As a matter of fact, Brutus, 
I did." 

He could see Brutus’ body stiffen, as the big man held his 
breath. He means it, Ross thought, this Rachel of his is as impor- 
tant to him as Conchita is to me. And why not? I suspect that 
under that black hide beats a heart as true as any other man’s. 

“What did he say, Marse Ross?" Brutus was tense. 

“He’s willing to make the sale," Ross said; “but he hasn’t any- 
one to send Rachel and the boy over here with. I I'eckon 111 have 
to send after them-—" Ross stopped suddenly, and light showed 
in his blue eyes. After the wedding, he was in for a long siege of 
idleness. Most of the houses he had designed were finished, or 
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nearly so. And tlie plantation needed little attention until plant- 
ing time. He had dreaded those empty days. Too much time then 
for thinking — for regrets. Too many hours to conjure up Mor- 
gan's baleful beauty in the imagination, or see it in the flesh. A 
trip like this would be good for him. It would get his mind off 
things, perhaps would even give him a fresh point of view. 

“You know, Brutus," he said; "I think 111 go over there myself 
next month and get them." 

“Would you, boss?" Brutus said. “That sure be mighty kind of 
you. It’s a mighty heap of trouble for you to go to just for me. . . 

“Not just for you," Ross told him. “I need to get away from 
here for a while." 

“Trip be good for you," Brutus nodded sagely. “Y'ou been look- 
ing right pert peaky here of late. If you do go, boss, be sure and 
give Miss Cathy my regards. . . ." 

“Miss Cathy?" Ross said. “Mister Linton’s wife?" 

“Nawsuh — his sister. She as good as gold. She was always takin’ 
up for us." 

“I’ll do that,” Ross said, and straightened up; for the sound of 
carriage wheels sounded clearly on the drive. But when the ve- 
hicle itself came in sight, he saw that it was only a hired hack. A 
moment later, he moved toward it, smiling, for he had seen the 
glint of brown hair with red-gold lights in it, and the small, well 
shaped head leaning forward as Conchita stared at his house. 

“You came!” Ross said, and put out his hand to Eduardo 
Izquierdo; then, involuntarily he stiffened, for sitting on the 
other side of Conchita was Jos6 Mendez, 

“I took the liberty of accompanying my friends," Jos^ said 
stiffly; “in my reportorial capacity, of course. I hope that you do 
not mind, too much, Sehor Pary." 

“No, not at all," Ross lied politely; “though I cannot imagine 
what interest a Mississippi wedding would have for the readers 
of La Union.'* 

“Not the wedding," Jos^ said. “Plantation life — the institution 
of slavery. Those things are of great interest, Senor. . . ." 

“I see," Ross said; then: “Well, Conchita — aren’t you even go- 
ingdotalktome'?’’' ■ ' 

“I have not the breath," Conchita laughed, “after seeing your 
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house! Oh Ross, it is superb, and of all beauty, and of enormous 
grace. I envy much your sister-in-law who will live in it.'’ 

‘That,” Ross said drily, “is an envy that you eould soon rid 
yourself of— if you only would , . 

“Someday,” Conchita whispered, and touched his hand. 

Ross walked alongside the carriage in the rain until they came 
to the stairs of the gallery. There the servants came rushing out, 
bearing umbrellas, so that the guests reached the shelter of the 
gallery without getting wet. Ross tossed his oilskin to Simon, now 
elevated to the post of butler, and took Sehor Izquierdo’s arm. In 
the smaller parlor, a fire roared in the grate, and decanters and 
glasses stood ready at hand. 

“Truly a casa grande — a regal house,” Eduardo Izquierdo said, 
as he sipped his Madeira. “It*s a pity that such a house must be 
a fruit of human bondage. ...” 

“How else,” Ross said mildly, “could such a house be built?” 

“There are in the North,” Jose Mendez put in, “many gi'eat 
houses, and up there slavery does not exist.” 

“Not our kind of slavery,” Ross said; “but something less kind. 
The great houses of New York and Massachusetts, Senor Mendez, 
are built by men who employ child labor, and the labor of 
women— white labor, though you may tell me that is beside the 
point ” 

“Let us,” Conchita said impatiently, “leave this of slaves and 
slavery, Caballeros. I should very much like to see the rest of this 
house, my Ross — if you would be so kind. . . 

“With pleasure,” Ross said, and offered her his ann. Jose took 
Senor Izquierdo's arm and followed them. They moved through 
the house, with Conchita exclaiming over the quiet elegance of 
its furnishings. 

“You will note,” Eduardo Izquierdo said, “that they have here 
the same problems that we have in our South American countries 
— heat and humidity; and in many ways the solutions have been 
the same — high ceilings to permit the heat to rise away from the 
floors, long hallways open at both ends to let the breeze through, 
and the use of white and pale colors to reflect the sunlight instead 
of absorbing it.” 

“But no tiles,” Jose observed, “which are cooler than wood — 
no patios, and insufficient shutters for the windows. I like our 
solutions better, Sehor, . . 
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“We have colder winters/’ Ross pointed out. “For that reason 
alone, your Spanish would not serve. Then, too, we have 
much more rainfall/’ 

“It’s beautiful/’ Conchita said. “It is enomously and immensely 
beaiitifuL I would not have it other than the way it is.’’ 

“Thank you/’ Ross said. “This apartment we cannot enter, 
because Miss Dalton and her friends are busy with the prepara- 
tions for the wedding — though Conchita can, if she wants to.” 

“May I?’’ Conchita' said. “That interests me vastly — the prepa- 
rations. And perhaps I could even be of service.” 

“Of course,” Ross said; “if you’ll promise to come back to us 
as soon as you can.” 

“I promise,” Conchita said, and went through the door. 

“Your brother/’ Jos6 Mindez asked, “where is he now? Surely 
he has also the preparations?” 

“There is a little house about a mile from here where he lived 
while this house was being built. Tom is there with certain of his 
friends taking a rather jovial leave of bachelorhood. I suggest that 
we join them — as the time grows short before the guests are to 
arrive. . . 

“If you’ll forgive me,” Conchita’s father said, “I’d prefer to 
remain in the little room beside the fire. To go out once more 
into the rain is little to my liking. But you young men would 
doubtless enjoy the festivities. ...” 

“I think I would, at that,” Jose said, “with your permission, 
Sehor . , /’ 

Ross gave orders to the servants to have a small landau brought 
around front, and he and Jose were driven in it down to the 
smaller house. Upon entering it, Ross was surprised to find Henry 
Montcliffe, George and Henry Metcalfe, Charles Dahlgren, and 
Doctor Benbow among the group who were toasting Tom’s last 
hours of freedom. He needn’t have been, he reflected a moment 
later, for his big, good-looking brother was just the type of man 
to get along well with Natchez’ wildest young blades, Dahlgren, 
banker that he was, could count half a dozen bullet, rapier, and 
bowie knife scars upon his body from both formal and informal 
encounters, and the escapades of the others would have filled a 
good many folio volumes. They had sensed at once that Tom 
Pary was their kind of man. If his education was rather inferior 
to their own, his robust charm more than made up for the lack. 
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Ross’s polish and brillk^^ awed them; most of the rough and 
ready eountry gentry felt ill at ease in his presence; but with 
Tom, they were completely at home. 

The celebration waxed hilarious; the usual crude and more 
than a little off-color jokes were bandied about, and the bourbon 
■disappeared with amazing speed. Before any of them thought it 
possible, a Negro appeared to summon them up to the big house 
to greet the arriving guests and commence the festivities. 

Many of the people of Natchez had thought twice about attend- 
ing this wedding. The Parys were *‘new’’ people; the older fami- 
lies were still uncertain as to how much acceptance should be 
granted them. But feminine curiosity prevailed. People who had 
seen Moonrise from the outside whispered about its splendor; the 
mothers of unmarried daughters heard via the grapevine of what 
a figure the younger Pary had cut at the Brittanys’ party for Gen- 
eral L6pez. They argued realistically that it wasn’t where a man 
had come from, but where he was going that counted; and Ross 
Pary was evidently going somewhere — fast. 

So it was that when Ross and the other younger men reached 
the house, they found the drive choked with the carriages of the 
very finest families. The great salon, big as it was, was filled to 
overflowing. Ross could hear the babble of excited talk: 

“Such a lovely house! I do declare, Martha, I don’t believe I’ve 
ever seen finer furniture. . . 

“And the flowers! December, no less — ^why they must have been 
shipped all the way from Florida or Cuba at ruinous expense. . , 

“Did you see the livery on the niggers? Silk! Why half the peo- 
ple hereabouts can’t afford to dress themselves so fine, let alone 
their niggers. 

“Have you noticed, my dear, that Morgan Brittany isn’t here? 
I wonder why. After all she was the one who introduced the Parys 
to polite society. . , 

No, Ross thought miserably, Morgan isn’t here. In a way that’s 
a good thing, but in another, it isn’t; because I’m afraid Lance 
isn’t going to understand. What could I do? Jennie would have 
curled up and died if we had invited her. I’ll try to explain to 
Lance — he’s usually a very understanding person. 

He looked around at the crowd which relays of servants were 
serving wines and small cakes, and finally Conchita came through 
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the side door and took his arm. Looking at her, Ross saw that she 
had been crying. 

“What's the matter, little doll?” he said softly. “This is no time 
for tears." ' 

“I know. But Jennie is so lovely in her gown of white, and 
everything is splendid and perfect and of such great happiness 
that I could not help it. I kept thinking that this should be ours, 
this wedding — that these people should have come to see you 
and me, and then I thought of all the reasons why it could not 
be — so— I cried. . . 

“Those reasons will be removed," Ross told her. “In a iittle 
time, they will be removed." 

“Yes," Conchita whispered; “yes, oh yes!" 

Then the music started and Jennie was coming down the stately 
stairway, a vision in a cloud of white, on the arm of Dodtor Ben- 
bow, who alone of the Natchez people had known her father, and 
as his friend volunteered to give the bride away. Then Rector 
McWilliams of the Episcopal Church came out and stood before 
the iittle altar and all the people gasped. 

This was Jennie's doing. Privately, without Ross's knowing it, 
she had argued Tom into joining the Episcopal congregation, 
telling him that since everybody who was of any importance be- 
longed to it, they could not afford to shame Ross with the back- 
woods crudity of their own Baptist faith. The mere thought of 
how old Todd Biackwater would look presiding over the cere- 
mony in such surroundings had been a telling point, even with 
Tom. Ross, early in his sojourn in England, had become an 
Anglican communicant; and throughout the South, the Episcopal 
High Church was the church of the elect. 

It was, of course, the final answer to the doubting. From this 
day forth, no one would question the Parys' standing in Natchez. 

Jennie had a spray of lilies in her arms, and she was beautiful. 
Looking at her, Ross felt the old ache return, just a little. But he 
looked down at Conchita, seeing her green eyes misting over, and 
the feeling was gone. 

Then the vows were said, and it was over. The guests poured 
into the great dining room, and Jennie cut the wedding cake 
with a saber lent her by an officer of the State militia. The dinner 
was talked about for months afterwards. Ross had borro%ved one 
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of the chefs from ABtoine’s in New Orleans to preside over his 
kitchen. Feopie used to fine food exclaimed over unheard-of and 
outlandish delicacies: peacock roasted in the feathers, breast of 
guinea hen under glass, mountains of quail, golden brown, so 
small and delicate that a whole one was little more than a mouth- 
ful. The guests waded through such unaccustomed dishes as jam- 
baiaya aux crevettes, and ended with the matchless omelettee 
sGuffl^e, that richest of all desserts. Even the coffee was not al- 
lowed to pass without drama; as the guests watched with puzzled 
expressions on their faces, servants extinguished all the candles. 
Then they came into the dining room bearing small metal bowls 
under which alcohol burned blue. As the bowls were placed be- 
fore them, the guests inhaled the pungent smell of cognac, cloves, 
cinnamon, orange and lemon peels. Then the Negroes reached 
deftly at the side of each guest and stirred the mixture. It blazed 
up, throwing eerie blue shadows on each face, and the Negroes 
stood back, watching. Then quickly they stepped forward once 
more and extinguished each bowl by pouring in the rich black 
coffee, afterwards transferring the whole mixture to regular coffee 
cups. 

Bulotr Doctor Benbow said; “Fve never seen it done 

betterl” 

The guests sipped the heady mixture, the candles were re- 
lighted, and afterwards the talk was free and gay. Gonchita sat by 
Ross, holding his hand under the table and smiling into his eyes. 
Then the Negro orchestra struck up a gay dance tune, and the 
couples filed out into the great salon. The wedding, Ross re- 
flected, had been a success. He whirled into the dance, feeling the 
good wine in his belly and the sense of warmth and comfort and 
certainty that to a man of his nature were the best of all possible 
feelings, when he became aware suddenly that Gonchita had stif- 
fened in his arms, and was staring toward the door. 

He followed her gaze, and missed the beat entirely. Then he 
stopped dead. For Morgan Brittany stood in the doorway, dad 
in a dress that was a sheath of pure flame. No other woman in 
Natchez, Ross realized miserably, would have dared wear that 
striking shade of scarlet; and no one else he had ever known any- 
where in the v;orld would have looked like that in it. Above it, 
Morgan's black hair merged with the night behind her, and her 
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warm red mouth repeated the color of the dress, smiling a little, 
the smile compounded of mockery and absolute self-confidence, 
and all the cruelty of the ages. 

She came up to Jennie and said clearly, gaily: 

‘'So sorry I’m late, dear! How lovely you look—” Then, bend- 
ing forward, she kissed Jennie’s now entirely colorless cheek. 

“And you, Tom,” she said; “I congratulate you. I adore wed- 
dings— they are among the more interesting of masculine errors.” 
She turned back to Jennie, smiling sweetly. “You won’t mind, 
will you,” she said easily, “if I kiss the groom?” 

Jennie was beyond speech. Morgan went up on tiptoe and 
found Tom’s mouth, caressing it with her own, her white arms 
making a circle about the dark stuff of his coat, dazzling under 
the light of the chandeliers. Then while all the matrons of 
Natchez stared open-mouthed, she clung her mouth to his for so 
long a time that all of those who from pure suspense had held 
their breath were forced at last to let it out again, making a 
rustle like a rising wind in the hall while Morgan kissed him 
still, his face above hers darkening slowly into beet-red and then 
into purple; but she kept kissing Mm until finally, convulsively 
he brought up his great arms and broke free of her. 

“There!” she laughed gaily, “see that you do as well, my dear!” 

“I'd kill her!” Conchita exclaimed fiercely. “Before God and 
His Virgin Mother, I’d kill her dead!” 

“Somebody is going to,” Ross said slowly, “one of these days. 
Come on, let’s dance. It doesn’t help matters for us to stand here 
and stare. It’s much better to ignore her.” 

“I hate her,” Conchita said. “She is enormously evil and abso- 
lutely without pity, and of a cruelty that is formidable. She can 
do things like that and get away with them because she doesn’t 
care what people think. She is a law unto herself, and therefore 
she thinks herself able to break ail other laws, ... But there 
will be a time and a place and a day of reckoning. I wonder 
how she will face up to the punishment she has merited; or 
how well she will bear the castigation that will fall upon her?” 

“She will bear it well,” Ross said grimly, “her pride is as great 
asber,. cruelty.” 

They whirled away from the little group in the center and 
lost sight of Morgan. When they saw her again, she, too, was 



dandng, swinging ligiitiy ^ u Jose Mendez' arm. Ross and 
Conchita whirled away from Morgan and Jos^, and when they 
came back again, Jos6 was standing beside a pUiar with a sulky 
look on his handsome face, and Morgan was gone. 

‘Toor Tom,” Ross said. 

"Tes,” Conchita said, “poor Toml But better him than you, 
my own. And do not tell me that she has not smiled thus upon 
you, nor even that she has not kissed you sol But, mi alma, if 
for any reason I should learn that you have spent five little 
minutes alone with her, I shall scratch out both your eyes! And 
eat them!” she added. 

**Conchita!** Ross laughed, “this jealousy does not become 
you. What man who could have you, would have Morgan in- 
stead?'’ 

“Any man,” Conchita said gravely, “since you are fools one 
and all, and such a woman to you is a thing wonderfully ex- 
citing. Puta y fiera! She should be lashed with many thongs!” 

It was over finally, and the guests stood on the gallery and 
waved after the coach that bore Tom and Jennie away toward 
the steamboat that would take them down to New Orleans. 

“God grant them joy of each other,” Conchita said tremulously, 
then, burying her face against the sleeve of Ross’s coat, she 
wept. 

“Why do you cry?” Ross whispered. 

“I am thinking of them, and also of us. This night they will 
be safe in each other’s arms, while you, mi ahna, will sleep in 
your great master bedroom, and I will lie on my little bed next 
to my father’s bed, because he needs much attention, and I will 
think of you and will not sleep. . . . And that, my Ross, will be 
a hard thing — to be so near you, and yet so far away. . . 

“Yes, a hard thing,” Ross muttered. “And I, even less, will be 
able to sleep.” 

“And should I,” Conchita whispered, “walk in my sleep, he 
would awaken and call me. Perhaps he would even seek after me, 
and that would be a thing worse. . . 

“Yes,” Ross said, “much worse.” 

“Then we must have patience, must we not, my love? But I 
am so tired of having patience. I am so weary of being with- 
out you while my father spins his endless plots to free Cuba for 
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which everything and all of my life must wait.’' She looked past 
him at the rain slanting endlessly down over the drive. “And 
not even the weather will help us. Tonight there might have been 
a moon so that we could have walked in the garden for a little 
while; but, instead there is only the rain weeping for us who 
are always kept from love. < . 

“Not always, Conchita mia ** Ross said. 

“Yes, yes — always! Other people marry and have sons. But you 
and I, my Ross, stand forever in the darkness, and listen to the 
rain. . . She whirled then and left him, running blindly 
through the doorway and up the wide stairs to the guest room 
where her father waited. 

Lying sleeplessly in the darkness, Ross thought bitterly how 
right she had been. Twice during that night he put on his robe 
and stalked through the hall, only to see the glow of light 
coming from under her doorway, only to hear her father’s voice, 
querulous and fretful, calling her name. It was, as Conchita had 
said, a hard thing. And when the morning came in gray-white 
and thin, he knew from the sound on the windowpanes that it 
was still raining. 

At breakfast, he could see the look of determination on her 
face. 

“Jos<^,” Izquierdo complained, “where is he? Did he not come 
back last night at all?” 

“That I cannot say,” Ross told him; “no doubt he is visiting 
some of the nearby plantations. He told me he wanted to write 
about plantation life.” 

“So, so—” Eduardo said, “but we cannot remain here forever. 
There are things to be done.” 

“Those things can wait,” Conchita said. “So many things have 
to wait.” She turned to Ross, smiling a little. “My Ross, when 
are you going to show me the place as you promised? I would 
like to see all of it. You have a horse I can ride, do you not?” 

“But, muneca m/a,” Eduardo Izquierdo protested, “it still 
rains,' and— ” ' 

“And I can wrap up warmly. Besides I have a headache and 
the Gool Tain in my face would help much. Be patient, my father, 
it is a thing that I have wanted to do a long time, and Ross can 
have a manservant look after you during our 



*"0£ course I can/' Ross said. little rain will not hurt 
Conchita. It is better that she gets used to it now, because here 
it rains much of the winter.”- 

still think— ” the old man began. 

“Please, Fatlier . . ■ 

*‘Oh, all right! But do not complain to me if you catch a 
grippe! ” ■ 

“Hi be careful,” Conchita said. 

They rode away from the house in the light, steady drizzle and 
neither of them said anything. Under his broad hat, Ross’s face 
was frowning and thoughtful, and Conchita’s green eyes were 
full of questioning. They went down the drive at a brisk canter 
and turned past the quarters toward the nearer fields. But, before 
they had reached them, Conchita stretched out her gloved hand 
and touched his arm. 

“That house, what is it, my Ross?” 

“That,” Ross said, “is the house my brother occupied during 
the time that the big house was being built.” 

“Does no one live there now?” she said. 

“No,” Ross told her, his voice tightening while he spoke, “no 
one.” 

“It is vei-y lonely, is it not? People do not often pass this way, 
do they, my Ross?” 

“No,” Ross said, “they don’t.” 

“And there is, doubtless — a key?” 

“There is — a key,” 

“Where is it, this key? You — you have not left it behind?” 

“No,” Ross said softly, “I have not left it behind.” 

A wood fire, Ross reflected, is a kind of magic. The oldest 
magic. There are shapes in it. The ghosts of the past, the ghosts, 
too, of what has not yet been. Look into it and you see things^ — 
the years ahead, the golden years, full of joy and peace/ . . . 
And it sheds its magic, sending it flickering over everything it 
touches, spreading red and gold over everything, even over this 
little one now sleeping in my arms. . . . 

How graceful she is. How cleanly, purely graceful now that 
there is no more shame between us. Even the scars are not ugly, 
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now. Tlie light takes the edges off them, and the rest of her is— 
beautlM. Fm glad they killed that man. I could not rest easy 
if he lived. I hope the others are dead, too, now; and Jf ' they are 
not, that I shall someday have a hand in their dying. For this is 
not a body for profaning — and those who thought it so have no 
further right to life. . . , Lord, I'm tired! But it is such a good' 
tiredness. Don’t know when I’ve felt so peaceful. . . . It could 
be like this for always. It must be like this — ^it must, it must! , 

So thinking, he bent down and kissed her mouth. 

She stirred gracefully in his arms. The green eyes came open, 
endlessly deep, and the light was in them again. 

'1 slept! Oh, my Ross, how could I havel I have so little time 
with you and I spend part of that sleeping. That is a foolishness 
— a wicked foolishness, ...” 

"No, munecita mia, that was a part of it, and a good part 
because it gave me time for thinking. . . 

"And what have you thought, my Ross?" 

"That this must never end. That you must marry me at once 
— whatever the objections, whatever the reasons against it, you 
must." 

She sat up and looked at him gravely. Ross propped himself 
up on one elbow staring at her, as if to memorize her image. In 
the glow of the fire, she was bathed in light, little tremors of 
gold and shadow flickered on her, so that all of her was golden, 
soft-swelling curve, and deep-shadowed hollow, and he knew 
she could not pass out of his keeping. 

"You have much right,” she murmured. "Still it is a hard 
thing, that will require much managing. . . 

"Your father asked us to wait a year. But too much can happen 
in a year. If it were done, we could wait that long before telling 
him, and afterwards he would come to accept it." 

"I think so, yes. But what of the house — and the slaves?" 

"We could go North. I have still my profession, and I could 
practice it there. Thus could we live.” 

She looked away from him, into the fire. 

"La Senora Pary,” she whispered. "Oh, my Ross, how lovely it 
sounds! Yours, always and forever yours— Yes! You have right — it 
must be!”; , 

"When?”; Ross ■■said.',: ' ^ 
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‘‘When I come back again. I shall find some excuse— 'before 
the spring has come I shall come back. And Ross—' 

“Yes? Yes, chiquita miaV^ 

“I hope that it is raining then. For now always I shall love 
the .rain.*' ' 

Ross lay quite still listening to the sound of it against the 
windowpane. 

“It is such a nice sound,'* Conchita said; “it makes the fire 
warmer, somehow — it makes it cozier here. . . . Now kiss me, my 
Ross* Take me again in your arms so that our bodies make the 
long kiss, all over from head to toe like fire. . . 

“Yes," Ross whispered, “yes, yes, yes." 

“I have much wi^edness, no? But I have dreamed of this. Be- 
fore that time when you were hurt I did not know it could be 
like this. . . 

“But now that you know?" Ross prompted. 

“It must be like this forever — ^all our lives, until we are tired 
and old and one day dead. And then I shall ask that we be laid 
together in one grave that we may sleep in each other’s arms 
throughout eternity. And even when the trumpet of God shall 
blow and we shall rise again, I shall get up but slowly, unwilling 
to leave your embrace. But as God is good. He shall return me 
to it, I know. For in you is my heaven, soul of my delight, and 
I want no other I Now kiss me. I have talked enough. ..." 

Yes, Ross thought, yes, it's no time for talking. ... 

The year of the half century went out in the whispering rains, 
and the new year came in with the winds still crying. Then late 
in January, 1851, Tom Pary came back to Moonrise, strutting 
like a peacock, and Jennie's face was radiant. Looking at them, 
Ross could not bear it. He was not an envious man, but the 
constant sight of so much happiness added bitter contrast to 
his loneliness. 

Still, he dallied a long time before making the journey he had 
promised himself. Ross was not adventurous by nature, and the 
easygoing comfort of life at Moonrise seduced him into idleness. 
He had at the moment, no really pressing needs— the plantation 
provided him with actual abundance so that no longer did he 
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have to seek for buildiEg contracts. He could, in fact, refuse 
those that did not particularly interest Mm. More than one 
ambitious planter, whose wealth, outstripped his taste, found 
to his surprise, after he had stubbornly insisted upon grandiose, 
ornamentation instead of simple beauty, that Ross Pary was 
quite capable of saying: suggest- that you get somebody else. 

This isn't my kind of a house." 

But when late in February, he did decide to go, his departure 
was delayed the better part of a whole day by Morgan Brittany. 
She gained entrance to his apartment by the simple method of 
pushing Wallace out of the way with her gloved hand and march- 
ing up the stairs. 

Ross was tying his cravat when she came into, the room. In 
his bedroom, Iiis valises were piled up, waiting. 

‘"Ross," Morgan laughed; “I was hoping Fd find you at home." 

“Why?" Ross said bluntly. 

“Because I'm lonely. You know how I hate being lonely. Mind 
if I come in for a while?" 

“Yes," Ross said, “I do mind," 

“Why, Ross?" . , 

“Because Lance wouldn't like it. I wouldn't like it. This will 
only start more talk, and I prefer being guilty of what I'm 
accused of." 

“Lance," Morgan said, “never listens to talk. Besides, he- isn't 
here." 

“Where is he?" Ross demanded. 

“In Cincinnati. An uncle of his died up there andleft:;him:-a 
fortune.-. Funny isn’t it, that fortunes seldom get left to ^people 
who need, them."; . 

■ “Yes," Ross said, “it is. How long will Lance be. away, Morgan?"' 

“Oh— weeks. '"Til the estate is settled, at least,"^ 

“Why didn't; he, take you with him?" 

: “I didn't want to go. I hate Cincinnati. It's so dull." 

; “Duller than Natchez?" 

“Much. Besides, Natchez isn't' dull. 'I always - .manage 'to;;^ 
it 'from;' being. so,. ■ 

' “You sure do," Ross grinned. “Well, since you're -already here, 
sit down for a while.' But not -for long, .FI! put: you out when 
Fm'' ready ,tO:'go.".. - 
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Morgan made a lace at him, and curled up on the sofa. She 
smiled at him, smoothing her face into that devilish counterfeit 
of innocence that Ross found so appalling in her. 

“Please, darling,” she begged, “let me stay. Fli be good—I 
promise you.” 

“Your promises,” Ross told her, “are not worth the breath it 
takes to utter them, Morgan.” 

“Perhaps. But that's not the important thing. The important 
thing is that you, Ross Pary, are a coward. You’re frightened to 
death of me,” 

“Yes,” Ross said honestly, “1 am. And also of myself. You’re 
a very tempting baggage, Morgan.” 

“You know, Ross— that’s the secret of your charm. Most men 
— even Lance who ought to know better, treat me with such 
diffidence. You have absolute contempt for me as a person and 
you don’t mind showing it.” 

“Why should I? You’re no damned good, and you know it. I 
also happen to loiow it. Therefore I haven’t any excuse like all 
the others who read into you qualities you haven’t got.” 

‘’And what qualities have I, darling?” 

“Cruelty. Deceit. A certain coldbloodedness — a kind of self- 
command. For you aren’t actually cold, though you pretend to 
be. That’s another thing I know that most people don’t seem 
to . . 

“You’re right. If I ever turned loose, I could burn up the 
world. But I won't turn loose. To do that, I’d have to sacrifice 
what you call my self-command. And that’s what gives me com- 
mand over others. What other qualities do I have?” 

“A kind of contempt for both the opinions and standards of 
other people. What you want is its own justification to you 
merely because you want it” 

“I don’t think tliat’s odd. Most people feel the same way— only 
they haven’t the nerve to maintain their own way in the face of 
opposition or the conventions. I don’t give a fig for either. Life 
is too short I mean to live.” 

“Yet,” Ross observed, “in a way you hold to certain conven- 
tions. You’ve never been aetually unfaithful to Lance, have 
you?” ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 

“No — but not because the rightness or the wrongness of the 
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matter bothered me. It^s just that up tili now, no man has 
interested me enough to make it seem worthwhile/' 

“Up until now. What do you mean by that, Morgan?" 

■ “I mean that you' might interest 'me enough — ^if you ever really 
tried. Your contempt for me is galling, 111 admit that. If I 
thought a pleasant evening--or a night with you would break- 
down that contempt, I might try it. Only Fm not sure it would. It 
might even increase it. You called me a baggage. But. a used and 
broken piece of baggage is never as interesting as a shiny new 
one. . And virgin territory is far more fascinating than that: which 
haS' been explored." 

“That," Ross said drily, “is one journey I mean never to take." 

“What journey, darling?" 

“Into the unexplored territory of your fascinating possibilities. 
Let’s drop this subject, shall we?" 

“Why? Does it bore you?" 

“To distraction," Ross yawned. 

“Damn you!" Morgan flared. “There are times when I could 
tear out both your eyes!" 

“And eat them, no doubt. I’ve heard that before, too." 

, “Not from me," Morgan said, looking at him, “From whom, 
Ross? Tell me from whom?" 

“That," Ross said evenly, “is none of your damned business, 
Morgan. Come on, get up now.. I 'have to go." 

, Morgan didn’t move. Instead she stared, into the li.re, : peace" 
fully,''" 

“I just adore fire, don’t you?" she said. 

“You should," Ross told her; “playing with it seems to be 
your, avocation." . 

“You’re in rare form today," Morgan said, “Be a darling and 
play for me. I so seldom hear good music." 

“No," Ross said; “I have to catch a boat," 

“A boat?" Morgan said tensely. *‘A boat to where, Ross?" 

'*New Orleans. And before you ask me — yes, I’m going to see 
Conchita. Anything else you want to know?" 

. ■ :.Morgan;got' up. .'slowly.;. 

“No," she said quietly; “but there’s something you ought to 
know. You aren't going there. Not now— not ever. You’re finished 
with: 'her, '''Ross— finished."' 
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Ross smiled at her calmly. 

“Now/' he said, “Fll tell you a funny one: I am going, Morgan. 
Right now.” 

He half turned to go into his bedroom, but out of the corner 
of his eye, he saw her tensing her body to spring, the fingers of 
her hands curving into talons, and he whirled and caught her 
by both wrists and pushed her ahead of him into the bedroom. 

He paused a minute, then very quickly, he gripped both her 
wrists with his right hand and yanked open the closet door. 
Morgan saw her opportunity and took it; she tore free of him, 
and whirled out away from him, btu not quite fast enough, for 
Ross’s long arm came out, and his hand settled upon her 
shoulder and gripped it hard. Then, with one long shove, he 
pushed her into the closet and slammed the door shut. 

“Now,” he said pleasantly, “that should hold you for a while. 
Fll tell Wallace to let you out, after Fm gone.” He slid the bolt 
closed. 

As he turned to pick up his bags, she screamed just once — a 
high, animal scream, Senseless and terrible. Then there was no 
more sound. 

Ross picked up the bags. Then he put them down again. The 
echo of that scream still grated along his nerves. Why didn’t she 
cry out again? Why hadn’t she hammered upon the door, and 
demanded to be freed? There was something wrong here; he 
could sense it. Yet, if he opened that door, he’d have his hands 
full, and maybe miss the boat and — 

“I’m being a damned fool,” he muttered, and drew back the 
bolt. He pulled the door open slowly, and stepped back, staring. 

Morgan stood there, as rigid as a statue, every drop of color 
gone from her face, her lips white, too, only the shape of them 
distinguishing them from the rest of her countenance, the pupils 
of her eyes dilated, the eyes themselves unmoving as though star- 
ing at unimaginable horrors. 

“Morgan,” Ross whispered, “Morgan . . .” 

He put out his hand and touched her. The flesh of her arm was 
like ice. Then she bent forward, as though she would nod to 
him, and collapsed all over at once in a dead faint, straight into 
his arms. 

“Sweet Infant Jesus!” Ross said. 
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He put her down gently on the bed, and got water from the 
kitchen and bathed her face. And when, inally, she came back 
again, she started to cry. Like a child. Like a whipped child— in 
hot, half strangled sobs. 

Ross stared at her in breath-gone astonishment. He could 
imagine the end of time more easily than Morgan crying. Yet, 
here, it was. 

sorry, Morgan,’" he said; “I didn't know." 
told you!" she said, shuddering; **l can’t stand darkness! 
And I mustn’t be shut in, Ross! I mustn’t! I die when it happens! 
My breath stops, and I — I see things in the dark— awful things! 
They — they come very close and put their faces into mine and— 
and suck away my breath . . . then I die. ..." 

"What kind of things, Morgan?" Ross said. 

She looked at him sullenly. 

"I don’t know," she said, "I’ve forgotten. I never can remember 
afterwards. It was so long ago, Ross. The first time. My father 
was angry with me and — Oh, damn you! Let me out of here — I 
want to go home!" 

"All right, Morgan," Ross said. 


Standing on the deck, watching the high bluff fall away be- 
hind him through the white wake of the steamboat, Ross tried 
to understand it. If he could discover this thing — ^uncover the 
roots of the terror that had possessed Morgan this morning, he 
would comprehend her fully. In that terror, he was sure, was 
the very seed of her twisted being. From it, all her evil grew, 
making her the unwitting instrument of powers beyond her 
control. 

If that were true, then Morgan Brittany was something other 
than he had imagined. If what he had seen a glimpse of was a 
part of her shaping, she was an object for pity — not for 
■'hatred. 

But he couldn’t fathom it. The words that described it, the 
science that could explore it, did not exist. They would perhaps 
never, exist— not fully.. 

It was no good to think about it. Deliberately he turned his 
mind away from Morgan. To think about her too much, was to 
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slip over the boundaries into her world. And that way lay mad- 
ness. No, better to think of Conchita now. He wondered how it 
would be in New Orleans — though, as a matter of fact, he did 
not plan to stay long. After he had seen Conchita, he meant to 
take a coastal steamer and push on to Georgia, where he would 
spend some time with the Lintons, before bringing Brutus back 
his Rachel and his son. 

He remembered the miserable fiasco of his last trip to New 
Orleans. This time it would have to be better planned, far, 
far better arranged. He gave much thought to the matter all 
the way down the river. By the time they had docked at the foot 
of Toulouse Street in the morning, he had reached certain 
decisions. 

He summoned a cab, and directed the driver to take him to a 
respectable boarding house. The driver took him to a large house 
far out on Ursuline Street, near Rampart. It was run by a hand- 
some quadroon woman, who in her youth had been the placee of 
a wealthy planter. It was spotlessly clean, and very quiet. But, 
when he insisted upon an outside room, the quadroon smiled at 
him. 

“If M'sieu wishes to have a lady visitor,” she said discreetly; 
“it is, of course, against the rules of the house. But — “ and the 
smile broadened, showing perfect white teeth; “I am no longer 
so young as I once was, and after ten o’clock I sleep very soundly, 
me.” 

Ross smiled back at her. 

“You are all right, Madame Emiliel” Then he passed her a 
folded ten-doilar bill. To his vast astonishment she gave it back. 

“No, M'sieu,” she said; “now I know nothing, and can sleep 
soundly and with good conscience. To be paid would make me 
a part of some strange occurrence of which I know nothing, I 
prefer not to be a part. If M'sieu wishes, he can put the money 
in the little box for the poor inside the door of the Saint Louis 
Cathedral. The poor will not know from ’whence it comes, or 
why — and they will not be troubled. Now, if M’sieu wishes, I 
will prepare breakfast for him,” 

“M'sieu wishes,” Ross said. Human ethics, he reflected, had a 
way of being as inexplicable as human sins. 

He idled the day away, walking in Jackson Square, the old 
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Place D’Armes, and browsing shops on Royal and 

Canal Streets. He bought a lovely antique necklace for Conchita, 
thinking all the time how much better it would have been if 
he could have bought a ring instead. Life flowed around him; 
the sights, the sounds, the smells — a bucket plummeting down on 
a rope from a third-story apartment to be filled by the gi'ocer 
below; an old, black mamaioi, sitting in the shadows and making 
gris-gris for a wistful swain bent upon regaining his lost love, 
street venders crying their wares, two black urchins dancing for 
pennies. . . . 

And himself alone in the midst of all this light and color and 
movement, himself starving for the simple joys of existence — 
joys which so far he had only been able to steal for an hour — 
while all about him was plenty. 

Tired, he went back to his lodgings and lay down across the 
great four-poster bed, and watched the bright gold of the sun 
dim and begin to spill out of the air, and afterwards there was a 
star. He got up and dressed himself neatly and with care and went 
outside and hailed a cab. 

All the way to Conchita’s house he was wondering if Jose 
would be there, and about how he could overcome whatever 
difficulties might present themselves. But there were, astonishingly, 
none. Conchita was alone in the house except for the servants, 
her father having gone with Jos^ to a meeting of Cuban expatri- 
ates who were, as always, spinning plots to liberate their native 
land. 

**My Rossi” Conchita said; “how wonderful that you came 
tonight when no one is at home. It will be after midnight before 
Father returns. We have hours and hours.” 

But Ross shook his head. 

“It is better that you come with me,” he said, “so that truly 
we can be alone without fear of being interrupted unexpectedly. 
You can leave a note for your father. Say that we have gone to 
the opera, and afterwards to a late supper. . . 

“As you will, my Ross,” she murmured. 

He took her first to Antoine's, and they had supper, while 
Ross ivatched the clock impatiently, waiting for the hands to 
crawl past the hour of ten. When they had at last done so, he 
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summoned a cab, and drove out to his lodgings. Conchita stared 
at him wonderingly when he opened the door with a key. 

Then she stood in the middle of the room looking at it. 

“This is very nice/" she said; “I am glad that you have found 

it.'.".;.’''' ' ' ■ ' 

But, afterwards, she lay propped up on one elbow, looking at 
him, and when he drew near again to kiss her, she drew her 
other hand back and slapped him hard, across the mouth. 

Ross fell back, staring at her in astonishment. 

“That,” she said angrily, “is for coming to me from her — filled 
up with the ugly passion she gave you I I feel bruised — and urn 
clean. I have the desire to go and wash myself I That you could 
come to me with your mouth still sticky with her kisses— oh 
Ross, Ross — ” Then she buried her face in the pillow and shook 
all over with sobbing. 

“Conchita,” he whispered, “Conchita mia ...” 

“Nol” she raged; “not Conchita tuyal Never yours, nowl Look 
at mel I am naked, am I not? And I have never before been naked 
with you — always I was clothed and covered with lovel But this 
is not love — not this ugly thing! This is the thing you men buy 
— this is release merely from the bestial wanting that women like 
her give you. Why didn’t you stay with her, Ross? She would 
have been glad of it! She must be accustomed to being bruised 
and tom, and then left naked and — and used. ...” 

Ross looked at her, pain moving in his eyes. 

“Would you have wanted — that?” 

Conchita whirled to face him, and the tears made great 
emeralds of her eyes. 

“No,” she said, “no! Certainly not! And now I have much 
sorrow for my words. It is better that you came to me— even with 
this ugliness, than to have stayed with her. For then I should 
have lost you utterly. And this will not happen again. Tell me 
it will not, my Ross — even if you lie. , . 

“It will not happen,” Ross said; “and I do not lie.” 

“Darling, I am still one crazy little bird, no?” 

“Neither crazy,” Ross said, “nor a bird. An angel, I think — 
sent from heaven to save me.’ ' Then he drew her once more into 
his arms. Afterwards, he was very gentle with her, very gentle 
and very delicate, and their love was a kind of song sung in 
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minor key; then, again, finally it was fierce, but with a clean and 
tender fierceness peculiarly its own, so that there was no longer 
any question of giving or taking but the miracle of true union, 
of fusion when there is no longer any separation of spirit or of 
identity, and when Ross tenderly and sadly pointed out to her 
the lateness of the hour she clung to him and wept and would 
not go. 

‘*But your father . . he began, patiently. 

'This is no longer a thing of my father,*' she insisted, “but only 
of us. It is no more a thing over which I can have shame, or 
want to hide or need to have fear of. What can my father do 
or say that will outweigh the little dying of having to leave you? 
It has happened too much, this little dying — so that I have often 
the fear that it will grow into the big dying, and there will be 
no more — us. ...” 

“Conchita — listen to me.“ 

“Nol I will not listen to you. I cannot hear these ugly words, 
these eternal good-byes. I can only hear you when you say, I 
love you. Those are the only words worth saying, my Ross. This 
of the good-byes, no longer serves." 

"You’re right," Ross said. “They haven’t served for a long time. 
And when you keep your promise to come to me, they will not 
exist any longer. When will that be, Conchita- — tell me when?" 

“Soon," she said softly. “Soon, mi alma^ soon. . . ." 

Then she put up her hands and let her slim fingers wander 
all over his face, then down his neck and over his broad shoulders. 
They rested there and tightened, 

“No more good-byes," she said. 

But, in the morning, when he told her of his proposed trip, 
she did not try to dissuade him. 

“That is a good thing— an honorable thing," she said. “For 
I should not like to be separated from you. Yes, go and bring the 
black Brutus back his wife. For a thing like that I can wait. 
Then, when you are home again, I shall come to you — I shall 
come, and nothing on earth shall stop me." 

For all that, as the steamer butted down the hundred and ten 
mile long channel to the sea, Ross was sick with worry. He 
wondered how she must have fared coming home in broad day- 
light from a night spent away from home in the company of a 
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man. The Latins, he knew/ not forgive a thing like that 
easily. There was only one answer to the whole problem; Conchita 
must marry him — now, at once. 

If, to have her, he must change his whole life, then he would 
change it The things he had wanted, and now, inally had 
achieved, were nothing in comparison to her. Whatever the odds, 
Conchita must be his. 

He reached Savannah after a quiet voyage of some days, and 
went straight to the hotel. It was late at night, so he went grate- 
fully to bed, glad of the chance to sleep in a bed that had con- 
sideration enough for his weariness to keep still. The next 
morning, he woke up entirely rested, with a ravenous appetite. 
After a hearty breakfast, he started out' to inquire after the 
Lintons, He returned to the hotel long after nightfall, com- 
pletely discouraged. Nobody in Savannah, it seemed, had ever 
heard of a family by that name. 

The next day produced the same lack, of results/ By the evening 
of the third day,' Ross was ready to give it up and go home, when 
a dignified and portly gentleman of some sixty years came into 
the lobby and asked for him. When Ross had been summoned, 
the white-haired, ;goateed gentleman extended his hand. , 

‘I'm. Harry Linton,** he boomed; “heard tell you've been ask- 
ing for me about town." 

“Thank God!” Ross said; “I've been looking all over Savannah 
for you. Now about the woman and the child, how much do you 

“What woman and what child?" Harry Linton said. “Just what 
are you talking about, Mister Pary?" 

“Rachel," Ross said patiently, “and the boy— whatever his 
name is. The wife and son of' my Brutus, .He^s pining away 
them, so I thought as a matter of humanity I'd buy them and take 
them home. . . . But you know— I wrote you all about it." 

“I have never had a letter from you in my life!" 

“Well, 111 be damned," Ross said helplessly; “I'm sorry, sir — 
there must be some mistake. There must be another Harry Lin- 
ton hereabouts." 

“There is," Harry Linton said. “My nephew — a fine boy, 
named for me. Owns the plantation. The Pines, out on one of the 
islands. I've just come from there. Come to think of it, I’ve been 
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Stupid/ You wouidii’t for me, because Xm only visiting 

here. I've got a place of my own near Key West, Florida." 

''Gould you direct me to The Pines?" Ross said. 

'Til do better than that. First thing in the morning, Hi take 
you out there. But you'd better get up early, because it's a long 
trip." ■ ' 

"Thanks, I will," Ross said, "Now would you have a bourbon 
with me?"' 

"With pleasure," the first Harry Linton said. 

Afterwards, over the bourbon, Ross found the talk interesting. 
Mister Linton was an importer by trade, and dealt largely in 
Cuban cigars and tobacco. He had made many trips to that un- 
fortunate island, and what he said, dovetailed perfectly with Con- 
chita’s description of its hellish oppression at the hands of Spain. 

"The thing that surprises an American," Linton said, "is the 
terrible hatred that the Spaniards have for Negroes. We keep 
niggers enslaved, but we don’t hate them. In fact, we’re kind of 
fond of them — except for the poor whites, maybe. But the Dons 
hate them worse than they’re supposed to hate Satan. Naturally, 
considering the way the niggers are treated, they rise up now and 
then and kill a few criollos or one or two Spaniards. ... 

"When the Dons catch ’em, they’ve one standard treatment — 
a nine-foot lash with fine wire buttons woven into the end. It 
lifts the flesh right off a man’s bones. 

"Another thing, a white woman, criolla or Spanish, is reason- 
ably safe from the Dons— but only reasonably, because they have 
a remarkable appetite for the bed; but a good-looking mulatto 
wench, or a quadroon or an octoroon hasn’t got a chance. While 
I was there they had a standard affair, from which all white 
women were excluded, but the colored wenches were forced to 
appear in the costume of Mother Eve. Believe me, Pary, there’s 
absolutely nothing like a Donl" 

"All the more reason," Ross said, "why Cuba should be freed." 

"There are better reasons. With Cuba furnishing ten new 
slaveholding States, we’d beat the Abolitionists down evei7 time 
they opened their mouths. Besides, it’s Manifest Destiny. These 
United States, boy, are going to be bounded on the North by the 
aurora borealis, on the South by the procession of the equinoxes, 
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on the last by primeval chaos, and on the West by the day of 
judgmentr’''' ' 

“1 don’t agree/’ Ross laughed; '‘but Fil drink to tiie way you 
put itl”:'.' 

Ross got up very early the next morning, but even so, he found 
the energetic old gentleman waiting for him. 

“I won’t be able to stay/’ Harry Linton boomed; “business, you 
know. But in, a way that’ll be an advantage. It gets damned con- 
fusing when people try to talk to me and my nephew at the , same 
time. Speak to me, and he answers. Talk to him, and half the 
time I’m butting in. I’ve often thought that one of us ought to 
change his name. But I can’t change mine, and young Harry’s too 
fond of me to change his. So there you have it: two Harry Lin- 
tons make a pretty kettle of fish,” 

“I think I could work out a system,” Ross laughed. He found 
that he liked the elder Harry Linton very much. There was 
something genuine about the old man. 

They took a hack down to the wharf, and there Harry Linton 
engaged a steam launch. 

“Don’t trust those sailboats,” he explained; “we’d never get 
down there in one of them.” 

“Exactly where are we going?” Ross asked. 

“Isle of Hope. Prettiest dad-bumed spot this side of Paradise, 
De Soto explored it three hundred years ago, looking for gold. 
Didn’t find any, so he left — the duraed fool!” 

“You left,” Ross pointed out. 

“Who says I’m smart? Besides I’m coming back one of these 
days — soon as I have enough money to put The Pines back in 
shape. , . . That fool brother of mine never could run anything 
right, and Harry’s just like him. Cathy is the only person in the 
family with a lick of common sense.” 

“So I’ve heard,” Ross said. “My Brutus told me to give her his 
kindest regards.” 

“Did he now? I ain’t surprised; Cathy always did have a way 
with the niggers.” 

The little boat butted its way down the channel, its miniature 
sidewheels throwing a curtain of spray. Ahead of them the river 
sparkled in the morning sun. They meandered along under a 
high bluff, upon whose summit stood trees which were old when 

[^ 84 ] 



Goiunibus pushed his tiny caravels away from the shores of Spain. 
There were houses along the blui, too^ sitting placidly behind 
screens of oleanders and camellias, and occasionally bamboo. 

In the little coves, the wild birds rose in clouds at the noise of 
their approach: plover and tern and wild ducks, and even the 
majestic white herons, standing motionless on one leg, staring at 
them. 

They pushed on down the channel for nine miles, past Dutch 
Island, then as they swung inward past the sharp tip of Burntpot 
Island, Ross could see the little cove of the Isle of Hope, with its 
black wharves jutting out into the sparkling water. It lay peace- 
fully before them in the sunlight. The prettiest spot this side of 
Paradise, Hairy Linton had said. He was, Ross realized, very 
nearly right. 

They slid into the landing, and the Negro pilot helped Harry 
Linton down. 

“Wait for me,“ the old man said; “111 be back in an hour/' 

Pie took Ross’s arm and they walked under the great oaks until 
they came to a place where a little pony cart waited. It was made 
of wicker, and the shaggy, diminutive animal that drew it was 
scarcely bigger than a large dog. But once set in motion, he 
proved to have amazing strength. 

The road wound under the trees from whose branches trailed 
festoons of moss longer than any Ross had ever seen before. On 
both sides of the road wild flowers grew, blooming although it 
was still winter. Neither of them spoke. Amid all that quiet and 
peace, the sound of voices would have been a kind of blasphemy. 

They came out at last, quite unexpectedly, before the house. It 
was, Ross realized, one of the most beautiful old houses he had 
ever seen. Its style was not Greek Revival, but French West 
Indian: it was low and wide, and built mostly of gray cypress. 
Apparently it had never been painted, and the wood had weath- 
ered into a lovely pinkish-gray shade. A long gallery swept across 
it, its roof supported by slender cypress columns no bigger around 
than a sloop’s mast. The roof was shingled, and green moss had 
colored it to a shade that w beyond the skill of man to dupli- 
cate. Coming closer, Ross saw that it was in a bad state of repair: 
panes were gone from many of the windows, shutters hung craz- 
ily upon one broken hinge; the door was warped so badly that it 
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was impossible to shut out the weather, and troops of tiny green 
lizards gamboled on the porch. 

In the trees about it, cardinals darted from limb to limb, trac* 
ing, a . trajectory like bright flame. Bluejays scolded noisily, and 
mockingbirds imitated the sound in their sweeter tones. Fat, red- 
breasted robins hopped about tugging manfully at giant earth- 
worms and turtle doves cooed peacefully from the higher trees. 

A man, Ross thought, could get lost here. A man could sink 
layers deep into all of this and forget to come up. ... 

As they walked toward the house, a tall young man came out 
of it. His clothing was as frayed and nondescript as the house, but 
he carried himself like a prince. He was very handsome, Ross saw. 
His skin had been burnt to the color of old teak by the sun, and 
his hair was as black as — as Morgan’s, the inevitable comparison 
flew into Ross’s mind. 

He had a corncob pipe stuck into one side of his mouth, and 
now he took out the pipe and smiled at them. 

“Howdy,” he said. “Back so soon, Uncle Harry? And who 
might this gentleman be?” 

“Mister Pary,” the elder Harry Linton said; “come to see about 
that wench you promised to sell him.” 

“Now do tell,” the young man said; “you know, I’d plumb nigh 
forgotten that. Glad to see you, Mister Pary. Come in and set a 
spell.” 

His voice was rich and pleasant. Ross took the hand he offered 
him, then sank down into one of the comfortable wicker rockers, 

“Downright peaceful here, ain’t it?” young Harry Linton said. 

“Very,” Ross said. 

“Planning to stay long?” 

“No — ^1 shouldn’t like to inconvenience you.” 

“Be an inconvenience if you left too soon,” the young man said 
pleasantly. “It’s miglity lonesome way out here, and me’n’ Cathy 
dote on having company.” 

“Then mind your manners and break out some corn iikker,” 
his uncle snapped; “I got to be pushing off right away, and I’ll 
be damned if I want to do it on an empty stomach.” 

“Sorry,” the young man said; “a man gets plumb lazy out here. 
Saryl” he called; “break out a jug and some glasses— and put a 
skillet on the fire. We’ve got company.” 

A few minutes later an old Negress, who could not have been 
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many days under eighty, tottered out with a brown jug. For the 
first time in his life Ross Pary tasted com liquor— the unrefined 
product from which the smooth, blended bourbon of Kentucky 
is made. It brought tears to his eyes; but he got it down after a 
fashion, and its results were immediate and pleasant. 

Uncle Harry stood up and looked at his watch. 

“Got to be going,” he said, “or I’ll miss the afternoon boat. 
Take good care of Mister Pary, boy.” 

“Don’t worry,” the young man said, “I will.” 

They had breakfast in the dining room. It consisted of moun- 
tains of pancakes drowned in butter and cane syrap, and cups 
of scalding coffee. After Sary had cleared away the dishes, Harry 
Linton put his feet on the table and rocked back with a con- 
tented sigh, sending up clouds of vile-smelling smoke from the 
corncob pipe. 

“A man feels good when he’s et,” he said. 

For the life of him, Ross could not keep from laughing. 

“You’re just about the most contented cuss I’ve ever seen,” he 
said. 

“And the laziest,” Harry grinned. “Cathy does qll the work 
around here.” 

"By the way,” Ross said, “where is your sister? I’m very anxious 
to meet her.” 

“Now do tell,” Harry grinned. “You’ll be sorry when you do. 
She’s a homely cuss— took after paw’s side of the family— and 
what a temper! Bro — therl” 

“I’ve heard,” Ross grinned, “that yours isn’t so mild!” 

“You been talking to that ni^er, Brutus. Matter of fact, I 
seldom get riled. But Brutus ain’t no ordinary nigger— he’s too 
damned proud. I took a rawhide to that wench of his when she 
gave me some sass, and Brutus knocked me down. Naturally I 
had to give him a beating after that. Then he took to sulking and 
amuttering to himself, so I thought it was better to sell him than 
to have any more trouble. Reckon you’ve got your hands full with 
that big buck.” 

“No,” Ross said, “strange as it may seem, Brutus and I get 
along famously. Best hand I have, in fact. I promised him that if 
he behaved himself I’d buy his Rachel and the boy— and he’s 
been like a lamb ever since.” 

“Well, I’ll be damned!” Harry said. 
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‘‘By the way, how much do you want for them?'’ 

“Oh— I don’t know. Five hundred, I guess. . . 

‘‘Apiece?” Ros^ 

v“No, ior both 'Of ’em. They ain’t no good here always amoum- 
ing after Brutus. Besides, Mike you. I don’t aim to cheat my 
friends.” 

Ross, who had been' prepared to pay a cool thousand, stared at 
him. ' 

“You beat me,” he said. “I would have paid pretty nearly any- 
thing you asked. Doesn’t money interest you at all?” 

“Naw. Why should it? What could money buy that I ain’t got?” 

There is, Ross decided, absolutely nothing like contentment. 

“Could I see them?” he asked. 

“Sure thing. And afterwards we’ll ride out to the east section 
so you can meet Cathy.” 

He swung his long legs down off the table and stood up, yawn- 
ing, 

“Gome on,” he said; “we’ll have to saddle up ourselves. Ain’t 
no niggers up here to do it for us.” 

Ross followed him out to the tumbled-down stables, and there 
they saddled two of the rangy little island horses. These animals 
were as hairy as goats, and so short that the stirrups almost trailed 
in the dust. Ross was aware of what a ridiculous figure he must 
cut, sitting astride the short horse; but Harry, who was even taller 
than he, apparently didn’t mind. 

They came after a short ride to the quarters. They were shacks 
of cypress, and the only word that described them was miserable. 
It was a good thing that the climate was so mild — after one hard 
winter any creature who attempted to live in these hovels would 
have died. 

“Rachel!” Harry called. 

There was the sound of motion in one of the cabins, and a 
woman came out, leading a little boy. She was as black as night, 
and just as beautiful. It took Ross some minutes to realke this 
fact. For a man of Anglo-Saxon heritage and traditions to be able 
to see beauty in a black skin involves long and tortuous mental 
readjustments. That Ross was able to do so quickly was indicative 
of the sensitivity of his perceptions. Rachel was nearly as tail as 
himself, and she bore herself like a queen. Some obscure heritage 
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of Arabic blood had refined her features from the indisputably 
ugly negroid heaviness, into a delicately-chiseled aquilimty that 
was doubly startling in one of her velvety, nightshade coloring. 
The boy was a fine, sturdy youngster — an exact replica of Brutus 
in miniature. 

^‘Rachel,” Harry said, ‘‘this is Mister Pary, your new owner. I 
just sold you and the boy to him. And I don’t want to hear of you 
giving him no trouble!” 

Rachel stared at Ross sullenly, and didn’t open her mouth, 
also own Brutus,” Ross said gently; “I bought you and the 
boy so that you could be together,” 

The proud, sullen look dissolved slowly. Then it* broke alto- 
gether and tears rained down Rachel’s cheeks. 

“God bless you, Marse Pary,” she whispered; “God and all the 
Angels bless you!” 

“Thank you, Rachel,” Ross said. “What’s the boy’s name?” 

“Numa,” Rachel said. “That’s African word. It mean lion,” 

Ross put out his hand and let it rest affectionately upon 
Numa’s kinky head. 

“You’re going to be a good boy, aren’t you, Numa?” he said. 
Then he brought a bag of candy out of his pocket and gave it to 
the boy. 

Numa took the candy and stared at his new master with 
startled eyes. 

“Say thankee, Numa!” Rachel commanded. 

“Thankee, boss,” the boy whispered. 

“You good man, Marse Paiy,” Rachel said. “Be nice living on 
your place. When we going there?” 

“In a few days,” Ross told her. “Good-bye now. Good-bye, 
Numa.” 

. “Good-bye, boss,” the boy said. 

“Well, Fll be dainnedl” Harry Linton said as they rode away; 
“anybody would have thought they was white, the way you 
treated ’em!” 

“They’re human, beings,”- Ross said curtly. “That’s good 
: enough 'for me.”' 

'“Never did believe in spoiling mgge,rs,” Harry mused;, “but 
’pears >to- in-e.. now, I may have been w.rong. Fll bet your hands, 
■•work like Ma,zes'-for you.” 
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‘They do/’ Ross said. **You catch heap more flies with honey 
than with vinegar, Harry.'^ 

. ‘‘Reckon youYe right at that,” Harry Linton/saM ; 

They had .left the quarters behind them now, and came out 
into^ the fields. Far away, Ross could see a gang of blacks working 
under an overseer who sat on one , of the little horses, lolling com- 
fortably forward in the saddle. They rode toward them, and as 
they came closer, Ross was surprised at the youth' and slenderness 
of the overseer. 

“Cathy!” Harry called suddenly, and Ross looked around him 
in amazement. But tliere was no woman in sight. Then the over- 
seer turned, and Ross saw the shirt strain tight across small 
breasts no bigger than seed oranges, and found himself looking 
into a pair of eyes as gray as woodsmoke. 

“Well 111 be a cross between a razorback sow and a bull 
’gatorl” he whispered, unconsciously repeating his brother’s favor- 
ite expression. 

“Cathy,” Harry grinned; “this is Ross Pary, our guest. And 
from the looks of him, he’s been thinking you’re a boy!” 

“Well, I’m not,” Cathy said, and took off her broad-brimmed 
hat. Her lovely chestnut hair had been drawn back tight off her 
forehead, and tied in a loose braid that fell now almost to her 
waist. There was not a hint of curl anywhere in her hair, and she 
was as slim as a willow sapling. Her face and throat were covered 
all over with freckles, so many freckles that from a distance she 
appeared to be an even, golden tan. Her cheekbones were as 
high and prominent as a Seminole's, and the line of her jaw firm 
and fine. Her cheeks were hollows in her thin face, but they were 
flushed with color, and her warm, red mouth was simply big — 
no other more kindly word would serve. 

Harry had been right, Ross thought, Cathy is as homely as a 
hog in a gate; but, damn it all, I like her! 

“Howdy, Ross Pary,” she said and extended a hand that was as 
freckled as her face; then turning to her brother, added in that 
low musical drawl that was a delight to hear: “Gosh, Harry 
where’d you get him? He’s a sight too handsome to be real!” 

Harry threw back his head and laughed. 

“Cathy’s like me,” he chuckled; “when manners were passed 
out, she was hiding behind the door!” 
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;‘Oh, sliuslil” Gatliy said. “You’re going to be with us long, 
Mister Pary?” 

■ “Only a few days,” Ross said. 

^‘Couldn’t you stay longer?” Cathy asked; “we so seldom see 
folks out here.” 

Her nose, Ross saw, was as thin as an ax blade, with fine nos- 
trils that flared with spirit. It was high-bridged, even a little 
hooked. Catherine Linton had not one good-looking feature, yet 
the, whole of her was pleasing. You would, Ross mused, remember 
this face when many a prettier one would be forgotten. It had so 
much intelligence— so much spirit. And those wonderful gray 
eyes dominated it completely. 

“Come on,” Harry said, “ride back up to the house with us— 
so we can set and talk a spell.” 

“Ail right,” Cathy said. “Reckon the niggers can get along 
without me.” 

Ross looked at her trim figure, perfectly revealed in the tight- 
fitting linsey trousers she wore. 

“Don’t you,” he asked, “ever wear dresses?” 

“Sometimes,” Cathy drawled, and reaching in her breast pocket, 
came out with a tiny Cuban cigar, as thin as a pencil, and half 
as long. 

“You got a match, Harry?” she said. 

“Sure, Cathy,” Harry told her, and brought one out and lit it. 

Ross stared at her in astonishment as she inhaled deeply and 
with evident satisfaction, letting the fragrant smoke trail through 
her thin nostrils like streamers. Looking up, Harry saw his face. 

“That’s riglii,” he grinned, “ladies don’t smoke — on the out- 
side, do they? Yoiil! just have to get used to us, Mister Pary; we. 
•sure Lord ain’t gentlefolks!” 

' “It’s all right,” Ross murmured, but Cathy snatched the little 
cigar out of her mouth and threw it away. 

.“fm sorry,” she said; “I sure didn’t mean to offend you,. Mister 
Pary. Reckon we’ve sort of run wild— out here in the brush.” .- 

.“No offense,” Ross said evenly; “in fact, 111 be offended if. you 
don’t light another o.n.e. I find the sight of you smoking them fas-, 
cinating.” ■ 

.“Then Hi smoke two dozen,” Cathy said, “Lord knows' I need 
something to make me fascinating.” ■ 
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“I don’t thinfe so,” Ross said. "I think you’d be fascinating any- 

wliere-— in any company.” 

“You hear that, Harry,” Cathy said triumphantly; ‘^Mister Pary 
says, Tm' fascinating^ 

■ ■ ^Then,” Harry grinned, ‘‘Mister Pary is tetched in the head!’' 

' They came back ^ to the pleasant old house, and at once Cathy 
dived into the interior of it and disappeared. Ross and Harry sat 
on the porch in the big rockers and savored excellent cigars. 

‘‘Uncle Harry brings *em,” Harry explained; “those little ones 
for Cathy, too. Best damned cigars in the world, I reckon.” 

“They sure are,” Ross agreed. 

They sat there very quietly without saying anything much, and 
after a while, Cathy came out of the house. Harry stopped rock- 
ing and stared at her. She was wearing a dress, and her straight 
hair had been wound into a bun on her neck, and had a red 
camellia pushed into it. She looked lovely. Ross tried to explain to 
himself the combination of circumstances that could make a girl 
as homely as Cathy look lovely, but he gave it up. The fact re- 
mained that she did. 

“Well, 111 be damned!” Harry said helplessly. 

“Don’t use such language in front of Mister Pary,” Cathy said. 

Ross got up and steadied a rocker for her. 

“He can cuss all he wants to,” he said; “in fact I was just about 
to say the same thing.” 

“Do I look nice?” Cathy asked artlessly. 

“Very. In fact you look lovely.” 

“Thank you, Mister Pary,” Cathy said. 

“Ross, That Mister Pary business makes me feel a tliousand 
years old.” 

“How old are you, Ross?” Cathy said. 

“Twenty-nine.” 

“That’s a nice age,” Cathy said; then: “I’m twenty-two, and 
Harry’s thirty-one. . . 

“Damnl” Harry said; “don’t you know that ladies never tell 
their ages?” 

“I’m no lady,” Cathy said. 

“Now the truth . has been spoken!” Harry iaughed. “She’s 
meaner’n a sidewinder!” 

“I don't believe that,” Ross said. 
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“lt*s true, though/* Cathy said sadly; *lVe got a temper that 
would scorch your sideburns/’ 

'Then well have to do something about it/’ Ross said, 

“Only thing that would do any good would be a nine-foot raw- 
hide/’ Harry drawled. “Then you’d have to shoot her when you 
untied her. . . /’ 

“That wouldn’t be my method/’ Ross laughed. “Any woman 
who’s worth her salt is a good bit like a spirited filly. Beating 
them only ruins them. Gentle them a little and you’ll have them 
eating out of your hand in no time at ail/’ 

“I wouldn’t!” Cathy flared. “You men make me sick — all of 
youl” 

“I don’t doubt it/’ Ross said quietly, “I often make myself sick, 
Cathy.” 

Cathy stared at him. 

“You’re not proud, are you?” she said. 

“No — nothing to be proud of as I can see.” 

“Lots of men with less — are,” Cathy said seriously. “You’re 
very handsome and you wear beautiful clothes, and your manners 
are so nice that they make me shamed enough to die. Makes me 
see what I’ve been missing out here in this Godforsaken place.” 

“No,” Ross murmured, “not Godforsaken. This little Eden. 
This lovely little strip of Paradise. . . /’ 

“That’s how it looks to you?” Cathy said in wonderment. 

“Yes. The first time I saw this island I thought that a man 
could come here and forget to leave. That he could let all of life 
go by for the peace he’d find here. It’s so old, Cathy— so peaceful 
and quiet. Out there, in the world you envy me, I have so little 
of that. . . /’ 

“Then stay!” Cathy said, suddenly, almost fiercely. 

Ross stared at her, then cast a glance in Harry’s direction. But 
the good breakfast and the liquor had had their way with him, 
Harry lay back against the rocker, fast asleep. 

“It’s quite impossible, little Cathy,” Ross said gently. “I have 
a plantation more than three times the size of this one in ^Mis- 
sissippi. And I have— other commitments.” 

' “Commitments in skirts,” Cathy said bitterly. 

Ross looked at her. This, he thought, is going very badly. ■ 

“Yes/’ he said honestly, “commitments in skirts.” 
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Cathy said:^.drily.- 

‘Thanks for what?'' Ross said 

“For being honest Another man would have lied/' ' 

^ ■ “I never Me/' Ross told her, “if I can possibly avoid it/' 

/“I believe you,” Cathy said, and got up. “See you later,” she 
said, and went back into the house. 

That night, Harry dressed himself up, and rode off to visit one 
of the Barrow girls at Wormsloe, the biggest plantation on the 
island He invited Ross to come along, but when Ross pleaded 
fatigue, he rode off without a backward look or an apparent 
qualm. It' was, Ross felt, almost a left-handed insult to Cathy. 
This stupid oaf felt without a doubt that Cathy had so little at- 
tractiveness, that he could leave her alone in the house with a 
stranger. 

Of course, Cathy was perfectly safe with him; but not for the 
reasons that Harry supposed. They were much better reasons: A 
girl named Conchita, and his own innate sense of honor. 

He came out on the veranda and stood looking at the stars 
hanging like jewels between the branches of the oaks. The river 
was blue-silver in the night, and somewhere far off, a loon 
screamed terribly. 

It was a warm, slumberous night, heavy-scented. 

No, Ross thought, I shall not stay. It wouldn’t be good to stay. 
This is Circe's island— and Circe has a freckled face. , . . 

He became aware slowly, that she was standing there beside 
him. But so silently had she come, that he was unable to deter- 
mine how long she had been there. She didn't say anything, but 
stood there looking out over the mist-silver and blue surface of 
the water. Then she sighed. 

“You’re going,” she said. “Tomorrow, you’re going.” It wasn’t 
a question. It was a simple statement of fact. 

“Yes,” Ross said; “I'm going.” 

“I'm glad,” she said, her voice fiat, toneless, small; “it's much 
better that you go/' Then she turned very quietly and went back 
into the house. 

Ross stood there a dong time staring' at the river. Then he sat 
down on the steps and continued to look at it^unti'l a chill got 
into the air, and his knees ached dully. He got; up /then and went 



back into the' room they had given him and, lay down across the 
bed. But he could not sleep. ■ 

First thing in the morning, he heard Gathy*s voice under his 
window. She was swearing like a trooper, using oaths that would 
have brought a look of envious admiration to a muleskinner's 
eyes. He raised up and looked out of the window, Cathy was al- 
ready mounted, dressed in her boy’s costume of yesterday, the 
stub of a cigar stuck in her teeth. 

'"Git along you lazy black bastards!” she snarled; "‘or Fll tan the 
rust from your hides!” 

Whatever the softer emotion that had moved her last night, 
Ross knew, it was gone — and it would not come back. He felt a 
sense of regret that it was so. Then he got up from the bed and 
began to dress himself, in preparation for his journey. 
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Chapter io 


Ross Pary stood at the bar in Connelly’s Tavern in Natchez, 
holding the bottle of bourbon between his hands. He was dimly 
aware that he had probably wasted his money. In his present 
frame of mind he could have drunk wolfbane and hemlock with- 
out noticeable effect. Nothing had gone right, everything had 
gone badly. 

In the first place, when he had stopped off in New Orleans to 
visit Conchita on his return from the Isle of Hope, he had found 
the door of her house barred in his face, and the servants armed 
with stern orders that under no circumstances was he to be ad- 
mitted. The result, this — of Conchita’s folly in refusing to return 
home at an hour that could support any reasonable explanation 
of their activities during his last visit. And since then, there had 
been no word from her — not even a note, nothing. 

In the second place, he was no longer living at Moonrise, the 
house he had built, and which he loved as though it were a liv- 
ing thing. The reason for this was as simple as it was appalling. 
He had returned to Moonrise to find his new sister-in-law bathed 
in tears over evidence that had come her way which seemed to 
indicate that her husband of three months’ standing was engaging 
in open, flagrant adultery with Morgan Brittany. . . . 

No matter how Ross examined this evidence, be could find no 
flaw in it., It was exact and' damning: Lance Brittany detained in 
Cincinnati by unexpected legal difficulties in connection with his 
mheritance; Tom and Morgan seen everywhere together— at all 
hours of' the day and night; whispers along the Negro grapevine, 
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that Marse Pary often left Finiterre when the sun was up, after 
spending the night. ... 

This, and his own private knowledge that Morgan’s mood had 
reached a point of unprecedented recklessness when he, himself, 
had made discretion the better part of valor— all reinforced his 
reluctant belief that this time the rumors were true. 

He had taken Tom to task about it, and the fury of the quar- 
rel that ensued had left him white and shaking with rage and 
grief. Between any other two men not held in check by the mem- 
ory of years of fraternal love, and generous cooperation, such a 
quarrel would have ended inevitably upon the sandbar in front 
of Vidalia, settled unalterably by the final arbitrament of pistol 
fire. 

But Tom and Ross, were, after all, brothers; and in spite of 
their differences they loved each other still. But words were 
spoken that night which could never be forgiven; the close, warn 
relationship that had existed between them was broken once and 
for all. It was impossible for them to attempt to go on living to- 
gether. One or the other of them had to go. 

And in that matter, Ross had had no choice: He was un- 
married, and Jennie was already with child. So he had packed his 
belongings and moved back into the apartment over his office. 
And from that day up to the present moment, his life had stood 
completely still. 

He was able to salvage a crumb of comfort from two minor, 
irrelevant circumstances: Brutus’ joy at his reunion with Rachel 
and little Numa, a reunion so tender and touching that Ross had 
wept unashamed tears at the sight of it; and a brief letter in a 
childish, misspelled scrawl from the hand of Cathy Linton. She 
missed him, she wrote. She hoped that someday they’d meet 
again, Harry was well. Her mare had foaled. And life went on 
much as usual. She was trying to stop smoking those little cigars, 
and to learn better manners; but both things were hard, since 
she’d smoked since she was ever so little, and there wasn't any- 
body around to teach her manners. She had signed it, “Love, 
Cathy.” 

Going home through the darkness, Ross felt a little better. 
The whiskey had warmed him, lifted him somewhat from his 
slough of despond. He would, he decided, write Conchita a letter. 



Perhaps she would never get it, but he was going to write it just 
the same. ' , 

He was surprised to notice, as he came up the stairs that the 
lamps were on in his parlor. Perhaps Wallace had lit them; but, 
if so, why? He pushed open the door, and saw the tall fi,gure of 
Lance Brittany standing in the middle of the room, liis back 
toward the entrance. 

‘‘Lancef Ross said, “this is a surprise — it’s about time you paid 
me a visit” 

Lance turned. 

‘Tes,” he said, “it is.” But his voice w^as like ice. 

Ross put his hand on the bell cord to summon Wallace; but 
Lance made a little gesture of protest. 

“No,” he said; “I haven’t time. I’m here on an unpleasant 
errand, Ross.” 

Ross let his hand fall away from the bell cord and stared at 
him. 

“Very well,” he said evenly, “state it.” 

“I've been pleased to think of you as a friend of mine,” Lance 
began, heavily. 

“And you’ve had cause to change your mind?” Ross asked. 

“Yes. I was told that during my absence, you were seen con- 
stantly with — my wife. That’s a mighty serious thing, Ross.” 

Ross put his hand back on the bell cord and gave it a tug. 

“I agree,” he said calmly, “if it were true. But it isn’t, Lance. 
You should know me better than that.” 

“I thought I did. But I also know Morgan well— exceedingly 
well. And I know how little the best intentions serve against her 
once she makes up her mind. The point is, Ross, I’ve just realized 
that I’m an old mam Once killing people didn’t particularly 
bother me. Now it does. Especially people whom I happen to 
like.” 

, , ‘Is this a challenge?” Ross said. “If it is, I won’t accept it.” , .■ 

. 'Lance stared at him.. 

“You won’t accept it?” he began; but at that moment Wallace 
came ''into the room. 

“Bourbon, Wallace,” Ross said. “Some spring water— and some 
ice. Oh, yes— and you might bring a couple of lemons.”' . 
.'".“Yassuh,”; Wallace said. 
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“You were saying that you wouldn't accept a challenge;' Lance 
said. 

“Oh, yes. I wouldn't accept any challenge, Lance— as a matter 
of principle. To me, dueling is an outmoded , barbarism that 
proves nothing except perhaps that one man can shoot straighter 
than another. The man less given , to nervousness, whose hand 
doesn't shake, always wins. But it hasn't the slightest connection 
with innocence or guilt. How many cuckolded husbands haven’t 
you seen shot dead by their spouse's paramours, who then pro- 
ceeded to crowd the mourners by repeating the offense?" 

“You've got a point there," Lance admitted, “still ..." 

“Still, nothing. I especially wouldn't accept one from you be- 
cause you happen to be the best friend I have in this world, I 
don't particularly relish the thought of dying. Unsatisfactory as 
my life is at the moment, the chance exists that things might 
better themselves. Then there is the remote possibility that I 
might accidentally kill you. I relish that even less. All the rest of 
my life guilt would haunt me — that I was fool enough, and cow- 
ard enough, to bow to an archaic and obscene custom that has no 
valid place in modem life. I'm a civilized man, Lance. I don't 
fight duels. I wouldn’t exchange shots or cross blades with a man 
who has always befriended me, who has gone out of his way to 
aid me— who has been endlessly kind. Not even if these malicioxis 
waggers of eternally forked tongues were telling the truth — 
which they aren't. At the risk of being redundant, I'll say it again: 
They're lying, Lance. What I want to know is — ^why?” 

Wallace came in with the tray, and bowed before Lance. Lance 
took the decanter and poured bourbon for both of them. 

“You sound almost convincing, Ross," he said tiredly. “Go 
on — I'd much rather be convinced than not. It would make 
things ever so much more pleasant all round." 

“All right," Ross said, “though even having to vindicate myself 
is a kind of insult under the code you subscribe to — ^but let that 
pass. ... It so happens that I left Natchez a day or two after you 
did, and that you were already here when I returned. I spent the 
entire time at the Linton Plantation, The Pines, on the Isle of 
Hope in Georgia, with the exception of a few days in New Or- 
leans. If you want confirmation you can write Harry Linton — the 
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owner. Wait — even that isn't necessary, I have a' letter from Miss; 
Catherine Linton, the owner's sister, which mentions my visit.” 

■ He walked over to his secretary and took Cathy's letter out, and 
gave it to Lance. Lance glanced at the envelope then passed it 
back, unopened. 

' ''No/* he said; ‘1 know the truth when I hear it. My humble 
apologies, Ross.” 

"Forget it/' Ross said. 

Lance stared at him thoughtfully, then asked the question Ross 
had dreaded. 

"What,” he drawled, "about your brother, Tom? It occurs to 
me now that ail they said was Pary — not which Pary.” 

"Tom/* Ross said easily, "was also away — ^on his honeymoon, 
for at least part of the time. After that, I don't know. But it 
doesn't appear to me to be likely that a man so recently wed 
would have developed a roving eye so soon.” 

"That's true,” Lance sighed. "I guess I've made an ass of my- 
self. I swore I wouldn't listen to talk, but I get so tired, some- 
times. My brain gets tired. . . 

"Why,” Ross said gruffly, "don't you straighten Morgan out, 
Lance?” 

Lance looked at him. 

"You think I haven't tried? Every time I take her to task, she 
resorts to sarcasm so bitter that I can't bear listening to it. I'm 
afraid my temper might snap, and I'd kill her. Or she flies into 
rages that might be marvelously effective histrionics — or they 
might be actual insanity. I don't know which. If I knew, I could 
deal with them; either way I could deal with them. But I just 
don't know. . . /' His voice trailed off into silence. 

Looking at him, Ross was filled with pity. Lance Brittany, he 
knew, could not be over fifty-one years old. At the moment he 
looked sixty, his dark, handsome face lined and sad. His hair had 
whitened so much in the single year that Ross had known him 
that the blackness had well-nigh disappeared from it. My GodI 
Ross thought, she's killing'him , . she's slowly worrying him to 
death...,.'.; 

"Why don't you get rid of her/' he said harshly; "get an annul- 
ment-— or. a divorce?”' , 

'Lance raised his splendid, massive head. 



‘*I love her/' he said simply. 

“I see. Sorry, Lance. I was way out of line that time. It's just 
that I hate to see you so troubled." 

**Thanks," Lance whispered, and stared off into space, holding 
the bourbon untouched in his hands. “It's gotten to be damned 
lonely, Ross,” he said quietly. “We give parties now — and nobody 
comes. They don’t say Mrs, Brittany any more, now. It's ‘that 
Brittany woman.' You named our house better than you knew. 
Finiterre— land's end. The end of the world. . . 

Ross got up and put a hand on Lance’s shoulder. 

“Buck up, old fellow,” he said; “it'll work out all right. A little 
more time and . . 

Lance stood up and drained the glass. 

“No,” he said; “it won't work out, Ross. Not ever.” Then he 
picked up his hat and his crop. 

“Sorry for the intrusion,” he said grimly. “So long, Ross.” 

“So long,” Ross echoed, and stood there watching him as he 
went down the stairs. 



Chapter ii 


Ross HAD slept late, a thing he rarely did, and which ordinarily 
would not have mattered at all. But on this July second of 1851, 
it had certain consequences. He was made aware of that at once. 
For, when he opened his eyes, he stared up into the face of 
Morgan Brittany. 

He sat up in bed, staring at her. He rubbed his eyes and looked 
again, but Morgan was still there. 

“What the devil are you doing here?'* he said brusquely. 

Morgan laughed. The sound of her laughter made him cold 
all over, despite the July heat. It was clear and limpid as spring 
water. Morgan, he tliought miserably, achieves her most diaboli- 
cal effects through contrast — a face as innocent as a Vestal's; a 
laugh like a schoolgirl’s. 

“Just a social call, darling," she said. “And at a most respect- 
able hour at that. It's after eleven. Come on, you lazybones- 
get up!" 

“No," Ross said. 

“Then I'll join you," Morgan laughed. “You look so cosy there, 
and Fm tired. Move over, won't you?" . ' 

“No," Ross groaned; “I'll get up. But go in the sitting room, 
won't you- — and give me half a chance?" ■ 

“No," Morgan teased. , “That nightshirt is such an adorable 
shade, and anyhow you have nice legs. I've seen them, you know; 
but only, I'm sorry to- say ■ inside that' tight-fitting evening .habit 
of yours. Gome on, get' up.” : 

■ “Who, let you in?" Ross demanded. 
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“Wallace. He couldn’t help it. poor fellow. I threatened to 

take my, crop to him..*' 

'**And I/' Ross said morosely, ^‘am going to take iiiine to him, 
for , doing: itr” 

Morgan threw back her head and laughed again. 

/Toor Wallacel He really is caught between two fires, isn.h. he?’* 
‘‘Will you go in the next room?” Ross said. 

‘‘No. You’re too modest. You shouldn’t be. You’re a very iiaiid- 
some man, and such girlish sentiments don t become you. 

“Morgan, for the love of Godl” 

“No;’ 

Ross stared at her. You lovely little witch, he thought. By now, 

I could be lying on the sandbar aaoss the river with a bullet 
through my guts because of you, if I hadn t had sense enough to 
keep my temper. 

“Where,” he asked quietly, “is Lance right now?” 

“Over in Louisiana — as usual. I told you, darling, he trusts 

me.” 

“He doesn’t,” Ross said flatly. “He was here not so long ago 
to challenge me to a duel because some damned, gossiping fool 
got me confused with Tom.” 

Morgan clapped her hands together, gleefully like a child. 
“How thrilling!” she laughed. “I would have liked to have 
seen that — two angry brutes exchanging shots over me!” 

“You disgust me,” Ross said coldly. “You make me sick to the 
pit of my stomach.” 

“Do I, darling?” Morgan whispered, and got up from her chair. 
The old light was back in her eyes. Jesus God! Ross thought, 
will I never be free of her? 

She started toward his bed, but at that moment Wallace 
pushed his head into the room. 

“Marse Ross, Marse^ Ross,”- he- quavered, “Missy Conchitas 
downstairs!” 

, All the color drained out of Ross’s face. Morgan couldn’t have 
done better if she had planned it. Gonchita had the fiery temper 
of her Latin forebears, and a situation like this was impervious 
to any reasonable explanation. And of all the reasons that he 
could give Gonchita for Morgan’s presence, the truth was the 
most unbelievable. 
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“Send her up, Wallacel'* Morgan laughed; “Well be 
to see her — ^won*t we, dear?” 

“Damn you! “ Ross said fiercely; “damn you to hell and back 
again!*' 

“Now, dearest, don't be cross. I'm going to surprise you, I'm 
going to be self-sacrificing and gallant. I'm going out in the 
kitchen and down the back stairs — she'll never know I was here. 
Now, aren't I sweet?" 

“Well, I'll be damned!" Ross said helplessly. 

But Morgan was as good as her word. An instant before Con- 
chita stepped into the room, the door closed quietly behind her. 

“Ross," Conchita whispered, “my Ross—" and her words 
choked off. Ross could see the big tears in her eyes. She had been 
crying a long time — he saw that, too. Her eyes were swollen al- 
most shut. 

He was out of bed in an instant and gathered her into his arms. 

“Conchita mia*' he said, “what's wrong? Did your father . . . ?" 

“Oh yes!" she wept; “my father — ^my father, . . . Oh, little 
father mine, how could you?" 

“How could he what?" Ross said gruffly; “did he beat you?" 

“Oh, no! My father was the soul of kindness. What he did was 
far worse! He — he left me, my Ross. . . 

“Left you? But how — ^why?" 

“There came a week ago a letter from Cuba, from the hand, 
I believe, of Joaquin de Aguero, my father's friend. Aguero plans 
the revolt upon which L6pez counts so heavily. . . 

“So there will be a revolt?” Ross asked incredulously, 

. “Oh, yes! A terrible revolt — ^many will die. In this letter, Don 
Joaquin must have asked my father's aid. I do not know— these 
things were kept from me. But there was much argument, loud 
and fierce, between Father and Jos^. Jos^ kept telling Father that 
he was being a fool, and Father kept saying, 1 must go! I must!* " 

“He went back to Cuba — old and crippled as he is?" 

“Old and crippled as he is," Conchita said quietly; “my father 
is of the stuff of heroes. And now he will die— unless . . :■ 

‘‘Unless what?" Ross asked. 

“Someone goes to save him," Conchita said. 

“You mean,” Ross said harshly, “that I should join this new 
expedition of L6pez'?" 
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*'yes/' Coochita said, 

: ‘‘But/ Conchitar Ross protested, *‘this thing is foredoomed to 
lailnre, and you know it. What would it serve if your father and 
I both died? Then you would be left absolutely alone,” 

Conchita looked at him, her green eyes very dear, 

“Are you afraid, my Ross?” she murmured. 

“Yes,” Ross said frankly, ‘1 am. This of dying is never a very 
pleasant thing; and now it is doubly unpleasant because it in- 
volves losing you,” 

"Tetting my father die,” Conchita said quietly, “also involves 
losing me, my Ross.” 

Ross stared at her. 

“I see,” he said at last, “In that case, I have no choice.” 

“Youll gol” Conchita breathed; *‘oh my darling, I knew that 
you wouldl It is not a thing of dying, my own, but of living— for 
with such a man as Don Joaquin to lead them, the people will 
rise; and when they do, their wrath will be terrible. They have 
so much to avenge — so many wrongs, so terribly many cruel- 
ties ” 

“Yes,” Ross said; but all the time he was thinking: Now there 
will be a new grave in Cuba, and nothing will be gained thereby. 
Now I am looking at you for the last time, you who are all my 
heart and my life and my hope of hereafter. You speak of cruel- 
ties, but this is the cruelest of all, that you send me out to my 
death, knowing I cannot refuse you. ... 

“Rossi” the voice called from the kitchen, “Darling — ^where 
are the towels?” 

He felt Conchita stiffen in bis arms. 

“That perfume!” she whispered; “that scent I smelled when I 
came into the rooml Her! Oh, Ross!” 

Then Morgan was coming through the door, dad in Ross’s 
green silk robe, and under that robe was only Morgan. She had 
tied it carelessly, so that the long sweep of her thigh showed 
each time she moved, and her black hair, under the turban she 
had made of the towel, dripped water. 

Conchita stared at her wordlessly. 

“How cosy!” Morgan said. “The minute my back was turned. 
Oh, darling, how could you!” 

Conchita backed away from him, her eyes blazing. 
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'Thou!'* she whispered. **Puta y reina de Im putasr SM 
moved backward across the room until she came to Ross’s little 
secretary. She put her hand back behind her and her fingers 
groped, closing finally over the paper knife. “Know you/* she 
whispered, “that you have earned your death!’* Then she sprang 
forward all at once, like a tigress. 

Ross stepped between them, and his fingers closed over Con- 
chita’s wrist. Fie twisted cruelly and the knife clattered to the 
floor. 

Conch! ta turned her face toward his, and the tears misted her 
eyes. 

“Yes, yesF* she whispered, “you would save her! That follows, 
does it not? She also shares your bed. Then, oh faithless one, 
farewell! You may forget this of the expedition. My father is a 
proud man — ^he would not have his life at the hands of such a 
one as you!*’ 

She jerked herself free of his grip in one convulsive motion, 
and ran toward the door. But in it, she turned, just for a moment. 

**Adio$, my Ross,” she whispered; “Know thou that I have 
loved thee — much!” Then her high heels made a staccato clatter, 
going down the stairs. 

Ross turned toward Morgan and his face was terrible. 

“Get out,” he said. 

“Now, Ross/* Morgan said; “don’t be unnecessarily stupid. I 
had to save you from that. From what I could gather between 
the times you two were switching back and forth from English 
to Spanish, she was sending you off on that asinine L6pez expe- 
dition — ” 

“I said, get out.” His voice was flat, calm, perfectly controlled; 
but Morgan, whose greatest talent was her ability to read men, 
knew what a limit he had reached. Why, she thought, he’d kill 
me! He really would! 

“Like this?” she whispered. 

“No,” Ross said, coldly, “go dress yourself. Then go.” 

The minute she had left the room he flew into his clothes. If 
I hurry, he thought, there’ll be time! The boat does not leave for 
twenty minutes yet— so, there’ll be time! 

Five minutes later, he was pounding down the bluff toward 
the landing before which ' the steamboat waited. He saw Con- 
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chita standing on the deck and started up the plank toward her. 
But, Conchita turned to the young officer at her side. 

, ,.*^That man/’ she said, **is pursuing me. Cannot a lady be pro- 
tected from unwelcome attentions in your country, Sefior?” 

■ *‘You bet she can!” the officer said, and blew a little whistle. 
Two 'minutes later, Ross Fary was borne backward down ■ the 
plank under a rush of four sailors. Be it admitted that he fought 
like a man berserk; but Ross, despite his height was slender; and, 
although he possessed considerable wiry strength, he was no 
match for four muscular sailors.- He picked himself gingerly out 
of the. dirt, and dusted off his clothing, staring at the steamboat 
as it moved majestically out into the channel. 

Then, very slowly, he turned back to where Nancy waited, her 
reins trailing down over her well-shaped head, into the dust that 
was now the substance of his hopes. 

When by the latter part of the month of July, 1851, no letter 
had come from Conchita, Ross Pary decided to go to New 
Orleans. He arrived in that city on the afternoon of July twenty- 
third, and debarked at the foot of Lafayette Street; both of which 
circumstances proved unfortunate, for the day was the one set 
for the great mass meeting in support of the second L6pez ex- 
pedition to free Cuba; and his route lay through Lafayette 
Square where it was being held. As a result, Ross found himself 
stopped by a cordon of policemen who absolutely forbade his 
passage into the city. 

Swearing fiercely under his breath, Ross waited. L6pez ad- 
dressed the crowd, assuring them that this time his plans could 
not fail. To Ross’s astonishment every one there appeared to be- 
lieve him. 

Ross looked at his watch. Goddammit to hell, would they 
never get done with their speechmaking? Two hours later he was 
still there. 

On the other side of the crowd, separated from Ross by some 
thousands of people, Conchita Izquierdo also watched and 
listened. But she couldn’t stay. The talk of Cuba only increased 
the gnawing fear she had for her father’s safety, so, hours before 
the meeting was over, she left it and went back home, which she 

[208] 



could easily do, for being on the side of the square that faced the 
city, her route was not blocked. 

When she got back to her house, she found Jos^ Mendez wait- 
ing for her and with him was a man, a young Cuban who looked 
so tired and ill that for a moment, Conchita forgot her grief. 

‘*Bring him in, Jos^,” she said; *Ve must feed him and give 
him wine. You have come from Cuba, Sehor? But that I have no 
need to ask; I can see that you have. Come in.'' 

The two men followed her up the stairs. She moved with 
nervous speed through the rooms calling out to the servants, 
ordering food and wine; then she turned back to the stranger. 

**Yom name, Sehor?" she asked. 

“Alvdrez, Miguel Alvdrez, at your orders, Sehorita. I — I have 
news for you." 

Conchita stared at him; then she leaned forward, placing both 
her hands upon the table to steady herself. 

"My father," she whispered; "is he — is he — " 

"That I cannot say, Sehorita,” Miguel murmured; "I know 
only that when I left Nue vitas, he was in grave danger of being 
captured — or killed. . . .” 

"I see," Conchita said, and sat down in the chair that Jos^ 
pushed forward. 

"The news of glorious victories,” Jos^ burst out passionately, 
"was spread abroad by Captain-General de la Concha’s spies — 
and L6pez believes them. Holy Virgin!" 

"Tell me about my father,” Conchita said. 

"Of this I have much sorrow," Miguel began. 

"Tell me!" Conchita spat. 

"I have little to tell you. The few patriots that answered Don 
Joaquin de Aguero's call to arms were met everywhere by defeat, 
everywhere by death. When they sent me away to warn General 
L6pez here, the last of our forces were fighting in Nuevitas, 
against Spanish armies equipped with artillery. I saw your father 
just before I left, Sehorita. He was sitting in a wheelchair in the 
street, with a rifle in his hands and two revolvers in his lap. He 
was killing Spaniards with great neatness and accuracy. That’s 
all I know, Dona Conchita. . . 

"I see," Conchita gasped. Then: "Eat, Don Miguel— you have 
, need of strength." 
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■■■■.' Josf, stared at 'her. 

.‘They, will not let him near Ldpez!” he said. ‘They swear he 
Is.a .spy— Miguelito, here—the only man in New Orleans who 
knows. the tmth!” 

* Conchita said* ■ 

' .“Yes, Conchita?'' 

. “When sails the mail steamer for Havana?” 

“No, Conchita! No!“ 

“I asked- you a question, Jos^/' 

“Two hours from now. But you cannot go, Conchita! You are 
a woman, and the things that they do to women , . 

“I know.' You will purchase the ticket for me, Jose!?” 

“No! God and His Sacred Mother, no!** 

“Then I will purchase it myself.'* 

“I will go for you,'* Jos4 said; “this I cannot permit. . . .** 

“It lies not in your power to permit or forbid, amigo mio. 
And you will not go. Your heart is not in this. And since he, 
whom I love, proved faithless, I care not if I live or die. Perhaps 
I can save my little father. If not, I shall avenge him." 

“This is madness of a most formidable quality, and I will not 
have it!*' Josd roared; “even if I have to bind you with ropes, I 
will not have it!** 

“You cannot prevent me," Conchita said, standing up. “I go, 
my friends. Do not seek after me. I shall not return to this 
house.*' 

Josd put his left hand upon the table, and lurched across it, 
seizing her arm in his right hand. Conchita whirled, and her 
hand came down upon the table and closed over the big fork 
that anchors the meat for the caawing. She struck down hard and 
all at once so that the two tines went through his left hand, 
pinning it to the table. Jos^ turned her loose and hung there 
staring at the great dark drops oozing up around the two blades 
of metal that stood up from his hand, 

“Mother of God!** Miguel groaned. 

“I have much sorrow for this, Jos^,” Conchita said. “And now 
-I go.** 

So it was, that when Ross Pary finally reached the house late 
that evening, he found the serving maid in tears. 

“M*amzelle Conchita ain*t here no more, her!’’ the black girl 
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sobbed; “She gone back to Cuba. And Uiey going to kill her 
fherel I iust knows they is— just like they done killed her papa, 
them! Le Bon Dieu have mercy, M’sieu Ross— this here family is 


Ross did not even answer her. He turned then, and started 
running— back toward Gravier Street, where Banks Arcade was, 
where a recruiting desk waited, and an expedition mustered its 
strength to set sail for the island of Cuba. 




Chapter i2 


Ross Part lay in the bamboo thicket about twelve miles from 
Las Prices in Cuba. He put his left hand under the tattered mass 
of rags that was all that was left of his shirt and scratched tiredly. 
There wasn’t, he reckoned, one square inch of his hide that the 
insects of Cuba hadn’t been able to reach. They had even pene- 
trated his curly blond beard; but even to scratch them, now, re- 
quired too much effort. 

He saw Nardso L6pez speaking to one of the men. The man 
nodded grimly and moved off. After a time he came back, leading 
General Ldpez’ horse. He led it up to the fire and took off its 
saddle; then, holding the bridle, he shot it. 

The other men, one hundred and forty of them — all that were 
now left of the more than four hundred and fifty that had landed 
at Morilio on August eleventh, got up slowly, looking like a crew 
of dirty, ragged scarecrows, and moved over to where the animal 
lay. They went to work upon it with their knives, cutting off 
pieces of the flesh and thrusting them into the fire. When they 
had singed the meat a little, they drew it out and ate it. 

Ross didn’t eat. He couldn’t. Ldpez* horse had been a noble 
beast. He had ridden it himself on more than one occasion. To 
devour him now was almost like making a meal of Nancy, his 
own mare. ' ,■■■ 

Ross looked .. toward Ldpez and saw that he was crying. There 
was enough to weep over. They had landed at Morilio and found 
the town deserted.^ They had fought at Las Pozas and won — but 
left Colonel Dorman, , a.nd . Colonel Pragay, vand Captain He de 
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Fousse Overto dead upon the ground with fifty of their men, and 
a hundred more wounded. Since they could not replace their 
losses, this victory of theirs had finished them/ They had 
been separated from Colonel Crittenden's forces, and no man 
here knew if they'd ever see them alive again* Captain Kelly had 
brought back forty men whom Crittenden had left behind to 
guard his stores as ' he pushed on toward Pinar del Rio. The 
Spaniards had attacked them, too, but they had escaped through 
the manigua, that spiny, subtropical Cuban jungle that ripped 
a man's flesh to pieces with thorns, and rejoined Ldpez' forces. 
They had fought again at Las Prices, and lost seventy more killed, 
and all their arms except sixty-nine muskets. Sixty-nine muskets 
for one hundred and forty men. 

And some time during those two brief weeks, the Ross Pai7 
who had been, died, and a new man was born out of the old. It 
started at Las Pozas, Ross thought, when he had had to climb 
out of the stream in which he had been bathing and fight the 
Spaniards with nothing but a revolver, lying naked in the dirt 
between two houses. Then he hadn't had time to be afraid, and 
afterwards it came to him that killing people who are bent upon 
killing you was a damnably easy thing to get used to. 

And the second thing was the time that they had made a great 
circle after a friendly hacendado had taken them in and fed them 
and had come back to the place where they had left their 
wounded and the stragglers. They found them after the Span- 
iards had got through with them, spread-eagled upright between 
posts driven into the ground. The bones of their ribcages showed 
dull white where the skin of their backs had been. It had been 
taken off, inch by inch with a nine foot loaded lash— while they 
were yet alive, for the blood and pieces of flesh were spattered 
around them in a semicircle; and then the Spaniards had ripped 
open their bellies with their bayonets, so that the pink coils of 
their intestines trailed down into the dirt. And on the crosspieces 
and all around them in a circle the vultures perched, flapping 
their heavy wings and tearing at the bodies with their beaks. 
And when the wind shifted, there was the smell. 

Ross had vomited up the good breakfast the hacendado hzA 
given him, but afterwards something had gone from him, too— 
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sometiling like geEtleiiess, like compassion— and what had taken 
its place lay like a piece of iron at the core of his heart., : ■ 

Yesterday, at Las Frices, he had discovered what it was like, 
this new thing that he had; he had made the acquaintance of the 
man he had become. He and the Metcalfes had stood under the 
mango trees and fired upon the charging Spaniards until finally 
they had no more ammunition. One of the Spaniards aimed a 
bayonet at Ross's belly, and Ross had turned aside like a bull- 
fighter and brought the barrel of the Colt down' across the man's 
arm, breaking it, and then he hit him across the head, and the 
Spaniard fell between him and the Metcalfes and all three of, 
them smashed at his head with their gun butts until it didn't 
look like a head any more; then Henry Metcalfe spat on him. 
A month before, they had been civilized men. 

And of Concliita Izquierdo — nothing — no word. The Span- 
iards had given him no time to search for her; and the people 
he had managed to ask stared at him blankly at die sound of her 
name. . . . 

L6pez got up now and raised his arms. 

“Caballeros!” he said, “I want to ask your pardon — ^whiie we 
all are still alive,” 

Ross stared at him. Humility was not a trait that he had as- 
sociated with Narciso Ldpez. 

“I let my optimism blind me,” Ldpez went on. “From talking 
to that good black, Pedro, who brought us back together, Fve 
learned 'the magnitude of my eiTors. It seems that de la Concha 
had a group of fifty w^eli trained agents in New Orleans, and 
fifteen in New York. Every report of victory diat we received — 
every call for aid, came directly from his office. Pie wanted us to 
leave the' States before Ckneral Gonzales and Governor, Quitman 
were ready. PI.e succeeded brilliantly— thanks to my stupidity. 
We came into Cuba expecting to be met by patriot armies. But 
those armi.es have been crushed and scattered, their leaders exe- 
cuted. Our mission has become hopeless. Even the people are 
against us. The Captain-General has . convinced them that we 
are Yankee Imperialistic pirates. 

He bowed his massive head, his broad shoulders shaking. 

“Upon my head,” he whispered, ”lies the guilt of ail those who 
have died, and all those who will die— God forgive me!” 
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He stood stiil untn had mastered himself, then he faced 
them again. 

“Now,” he said, “we must try to reach the plain of San Cristo- 
bal, and from there . . 

' Bnt a snarling mutter ran from man to man and cut him off. 

“No!” they growled; *‘no gawddamned more marching. We Ve 
had a bellyMl It’s safer here— out there, theyll shoot us down 
like rats!” 

L6pez looked at them. 

“Caballeros,” he said; ‘‘you have much right. I weep with you. 
You have borne yourselves like men and heroes, and now I can- 
not find it in my heart to blame you. Rest here, my children, 
and I will go down into the town and surrender myself, on con- 
dition that you be spared. Adios, mis ninos! God be with youl” 

He started off, but Ross Pary got up then and Henry Metcalfe 
got up with him and the two of them seized L6pez’ arms. 

“No,” Ross said; “not for us.” 

He turned toward the men to address them, but when he 
looked into their faces he saw that it was not necessary. They 
were all filled with shame, and some of them were crying. 

“Hell,” one Kentuckian growled, “who wants to die in bed, 
anyhow? We’re with you, General.” 

The men roared a cheer, and they charged out of the wood 
and down into the plain where five hundred Spanish troops 
waited. They were like madmen, like demons — one hundred 
forty men without food and water, almost out of ammunition, 
with but sixty-nine muskets among them and no bayonets, charg- 
ing an army. 

The Spaniards broke under the first rush. Then they re-formed, 
deploying to the right and left, and opening up the middle, and 
through it came the cavalry. Ross and the others stood their 
ground screaming at the horsemen, but these were picked riders 
from Andalusia, and they came on with carbines and pistols and 
sabers, and thundered over the ragged little force in a cloud of 
red dust and re-formed and came back again and after that there 
was nothing left for them to do. There were six men left alive, 
running for the hills: Narciso L6pez, Henry Metcalfe, George 
Metcalfe, Lieutenant Van Vechten, Luis de Jiga Hemdndez, and 
Ross Pary. 

They made it because the cavalrymen were too busy sabering 
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the wounded. They pmhed on until they came to the densest 
bamboo thicket they could find, and hid themselves in it. No- 
body said anything. They lay on the ground and looked up at , 
the sky through the leaves. The sky was very blue and clear and 
it was good to look at it. It reminded them of other skies, over 
other places. 

They rested for four hours and then went diagonally across 
tilt manigm and came out on the other side, but somehow , in 
the darkness they had gradually turned so that instead of the sea 
only the plain lay before them, stretching out from the foothills 
of the sierras down toward the Southern Sea. They stood there 
looking at it, and a horseman came up to them and took off his 
sombrero and greeted them. 

am Carlos Castenada,*' he said; “I would be honored if you 
would be my guests. I have no sympathy for our oppressors. Be- 
lieve ,me, I shall hide you well.” 

“We have been betrayed before, Sehor,'' Ldpez said tiredly, *‘by 
men who spoke as fair.*' 

“Trust me, Caballero," Castenada said. “Within a week you 
shall reach the shore and a boat will be waiting. . . 

L6pez looked at the others. They shrugged. What difference 
did it make now? 

They followed the Sehor Castenada to his hacienda, and there 
they found a table spread before them. It was covered with rich 
foods and wines. Ail of the six started to eat at once — all except 
Ross Paiy. He put his head down on the table and went to sleep 
at once without touching anything. 

The servants stared at ,h,im. 

“Sefior — " they w,hispered; “the wine — he. is, not dri,nking the 
'wine!" 

“Senor General," Carlos Castenada protested; “the young blond 
one should be awakened. He has need of food — and wine." 

“Let Mm sleep," L6pez murmured; “he has more need ^ of 
■■sleep.",'' 

.'" ■'Se'hor Castenada shrugged. , 

; “Could', he not be put to lie down?"., Lieutenant Hernandez 
asked. , ■ 

“Assuredly,” Castenada smiled. “Ramon and ''Rafael— put the 
young 'Sehor to. bed,." 

Ross did not awaken eve,n, when he 'was lifted in the: strong 
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arms of the two Negroes. They carried him into a large room, 
and laid him gently in one of the hammocks. Then they went 

■away.\; ■'.■'v 

An hour later, the others came into the same room and saw 
him sleeping there. 

“Poor fellow!'* George Metcalfe yawned; “he’s completely out.” 

“I could use some sleep myself,” his brother muttered. 

They lay down, then, all of them in the hammocks. Then, after 
some time, Ross heard dimly the sound of voices. 

“Have care of the blond one,” the voices whispered; “he did 
not drink the wine! ” 

He came awake at once, but he kept his eyes closed; gently he 
felt for his revolvers; but they were gone. Then he put his hand 
in his pocket, and it closed around the big pocketknife there. It 
was not too bad a weapon, considering the fact that its blade was 
eight inches long. Apparently the servants of the Sehor Judas 
Iscariot Castenada had not considered it worth their while, or 
they had overlooked it. But how the devil was he going to get it 
open? 

He opened his left eye a trifle on the side where the Negroes 
were. They had ropes and they were winding them around the 
unconscious forms in the hammocks. “Why in hellfire don’t they 
wake up?” Ross thought; but then he knew. The wine. He alone 
had not drunk that wine. The others would not wake up. They 
couldn’t. 

Then Rambn and Rafael were coming toward him with the 
ropes. Ross held the knife open in his right hand. When they 
were close he lashed out all at once, and Rafael dropped the 
rope howling, and clapped his hands to a face that was slashed 
open from temple to the point of his chin, Ross rolled out of the 
hammock, and hit the floor on the side away from Ramdn, land- 
ing on his hands and knees. Then he hurled himself under it 
and bore Rambn down; driving the knife into his belly the mo- 
ment the black hit the floor. Then he was off, running through 
the door; but the moment he was outside he stopped. He had in 
the time he had been in Cuba developed a capacity for a kind 
of thinking he had never known existed before. 

It was the natural thing for him to do to take to the woods. 
Castenada would expect that, and would seek for him there. So 
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he wouldn’t do the natural thing. Besides, what chance had he in 
the manigua armed with a pocketknife? 

He doubled back at once, keeping his body flattened against 
the houses, until he had reached one of the stables. Inside it was 
cool and dark and smelled of wet hay and of horses. There was 
also a goodly supply of implements, including a row of machetes 
hanging along the wall in their scabbards. He took one down 
and felt its edge. He could have shaved with it. Then he went 
back deeper in the stable, and burrowed under some hay. There 
was a crack in the wall on that side, through which daylight 
showed. He inched over to it and looked out and then he saw 
the soldiers. They were bearing his friends away slung under 
poles like trussed pigs. There were more than a hundred men in 
the company. There was nothing he could do. 

They moved off down the road and their commander came out 
of the house with Carlos Castenada. They walked straight toward 
the stable where Ross was, and a moment later he heard them 
enter. 

“Here he is,” Castenada said pleasantly; “the fastest horse ever 
foaled. I guarantee it, Cristdbal, he will come in ahead next 
Sunday by three full lengths.” 

“A noble beast,” the Spanish captain said; “but about this 
Americano who escaped . . 

“Do not preoccupy yourself, Cristdbal. He made for the brush 
—armed only with a knife. I would not preoccupy myself about 
him. In three days he will be dead of hunger, for he had not 
even the benefit of my excellent food today.” 

“Nor of your even more excellent wine,” the captain grumbled. 
“Costa will be angry.” 

“That is your concern, Cristdbal. I care not for Costa who is 
a fat, obscene swine. Him and his music! The sexless dog fancies 
himself as an amateur of the arts — all of which he practices badly 
—except, perhaps, the art of breaking a man. But I have no 
interest in him. Now that this of the pirates and revolutionaries 
has been disposed of, I am interested only in Sunday’s race. 
Come have another little copa of wine with me before you go.” 

"Gladly," Captain Cristdbal said, and they went out of the 
stable. 

Ross lay very quietly under the hay until it was night. He was 
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The Spaniards will take her and ravish her first, because she is 
beautiful, and afterwards they will torture her to death. My Con- 
Ghita, dearest Conchita, heart of my heart, you must go!” 

' Gonchita smiled- 

‘‘The mad,” she said, “have not wit enough to flee.” 

“No,” the deep male voice said from the doorway; “but I have 
wit enough to send her away before she brings disaster upon my 
house!” 

Conchita turned and saw Enrique Gonzdlez standing there— a 
handsome mulatto. His dark face was flushed with passion. 

“I do not know, Senorita,” he said, “whether your father had 
right or wrong in his beliefs. It is sufficient that he has died for 
them. But I do know that I don't propose to die for harboring 
his daughter— nor to have my wife and child turned over to those 
beasts who walk upright in uniform. You have returned to Cuba; 
and that is your affair. But the safety of my own is my affair. I 
cannot permit you to place us in jeopardy, Sehorita, for all that 
your father was my friend.” 

Conchita got up quietly, and picked up her shawl of white lace. 

“At your orders, Senor Gonzdlez,” she said. 

“Oh, Papa,” Maria began. 

“Silence!” Enrique said, “I have much sorrow because of this, 
Senorita Izquierdo — and also much shame. But I cannot do 
otherwise. Maria and her mother are very dear to me. I think 
you understand that. . . .” 

“I do,” Conchita whispered; “oh, I do!” 

“Therefore I have comprehension of the love your father bore 
you. For his sake Senorita— for his sainted memory — leave this 
land!” 

“I cannot,” Conchita said. 

“I overheard my daughter say something of an A7neTicano- 
“Doubtless this is a thing of love?” 

“Yes,” Conchita said. “Enormously.” 

“Then have I both pain and sorrow to tell you this: the Amer- 
icans have all been captured. The Senor de Rey, Brigadier of the 
Plaza, has been ordered to shoot them— today.” 

Gonchita stood still Marfa got up from where she sat and 
slipped an arm about her waist; but Conchita did not move. 

“Conchita!” Marfa cried; “Conchita m/a!” 
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“You understand this which I have 'said?** Enrique asked 
gruffly. 

Maria could feel her body loosening. It took a long time; but 
finally all of the stiffness went out of her, and after that she 
started to breathe again. 

“Yes/' she said; “I understand." 

“You must go/’ Enrique, said heavily. 

“At what hour occurs the — the shooting?" Gonchita shuddered. 

“At noon. But you must not go there! It will be a very bad 
tiling to watch and additionally there exists the danger that you 
might be recognized and . . 

“What serves it now — this danger?" Gonchita said. 

“You are young,” Enrique said; “there will be other loves," 

“No," Gonchita said, “there will be no other loves. This day I 
shall make sure of that." 

“You’d die because of him?" Maria asked wonderingly. “Oh, 
Gonchita — ^nol" 

“Yes," Gonchita said. “Or say rather that I would not live with- 
out him. I cannot, Maria m/a." 

“Then he must be — ^much,” Maria said softly. 

“Enormous, immense, formidable," Gonchita said. 

“Tell me about him," Maria said. 

“He is a rubio — a blond, with hair like the sunlight on the 
play a, and eyes like the sea far out away from the shores. He is 
tall and thin and his face is serious. His eyes haunt you with sad- 
ness, and his voice is like music. He is very gentle and of all 
kindness and of a goodness so great that sometimes I have wished 
it were not so. I don’t think he would knowingly hurt anything 
that lived. He came on this expedition to seek for me because of 
my madness in coming here. So, Maria mia, if he dies, I have 
killed him. You'd have me live on, knowing that?" 

“You love Mm," Enrique said, “yet you could watch him die?" 

“Yes. That I am certain of his death would be a relief. And 
then perhaps I could even save him. I could make a diversion 
that ' might enable Mm to escape/’ 

“But you would die!" Maria wept. “You’d die— terribly!" 

“So?" Gonchita said. ' 

“Father!" Maria cried; “You must ' not let her got We must 
hide her — ^we must send her away. . ' 
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■ Conchita said, and slipped rapidly through tiie gate. 

It was very hot in the Plaza and there was no wind. The people 
stood elbow to elbow, close-packed, sweating. The light was very 
hard and clear, and no cloud stood in the sky. And it came to 
Conchita then that she had always been happiest when it rained. 
She had the feeling that to die at all was a hard thing but to die 
on a day of great beauty under a aystalline sky in the full blaze 
of a noonday sun was a harder thing; but the bugles cried out all 
at once, and there was the roll of drums and she stopped thinking 
altogether. 

Conchita saw them leading them out, fifty-two dirty, ragged 
men. She leaned forward, scrutinizing their faces carefully, until 
they had all marched past the place where she stood, and then 
she straightened up, for among the fifty-two men was no one who 
even resembled Ross Pary. 

Then the officer of the day read the charges against them, but 
Conchita did not listen. And the bugles cried once more and the 
drums roiled, and the sunlight pointed up the spotless uniforms. 
The Spaniards knew how to make a brave ceremony out of a 
man's helpless dying. 

Conchita wandered through the streets of Havana until it was 
night. Then she went into a cemetery and lay down on a grave 
and slept. It was, considering the superstitious fears of the popu- 
lace and the soldiery alike, the safest place for her to be. 

The next day she went into a clothing store and purchased a 
riding habit for a quite mythical younger brother. She bought 
also a revolver and ammunition for it, and a small dagger, which 
she wore in a sheath next to her skin. Then she walked for five 
hours until she came to the finca of some friends of her father's, 
and there she hid in a canebrake until nightfall. After it was 
dark, she stripped herself and put on the riding habit, and the 
sombrero which she had also bought, and then she went Into the 
stables and stole a horse, complete with saddle and bridle. To 
have asked for it, or to have tried to buy it would have been too 
dangerous. 

She rode deep into the manigua and waited there until day- 
light in order to get her bearings. At daylight, she was off again, 
riding deep into the jungle until she came to a group of thatched 
bohios — the little houses of the poor. The people, who were all 



Negroes, came out of the houses, and stared at her, and then they 
were all around her, kissing her hands and crying; for these were 
the blacks that her father had liberated at the cost, finally, of his 
life. , . 

Coiiciiita got down from her horse and went with them into 
one of the houses and they brought her food and mm and water, 
and sat around her on the floor and watched her while she ate. 
She sat back after a time, sighing. 

“The strangers who came to set Cuba free,“ she asked; “have 
you heard anything of them?” 

A tail black named Pedro stood up. 

“I guided them to safety near Las Pozas,” he said; “but after- 
wards they were ail taken or killed. Yesterday in Havana . . 

“I know,” Conchita said; “I was in Havana yesterday. I saw 
them killed. They died with enormous bravery. But not those — 
there were others. Know you, Pedro, anything of a young man 
with hair like gold? A tali man, thin, with a serious face that 
smiles but seldom. Know you of him?” 

“5^7” Pedro said. “I spoke with himi Of them ail he was the 
only one who spoke Spanishl He required of me proof of my 
truthfulness, and I showed him the scars upon my back.” 

Conchita leaned forward, her eyes filled with light. 

“What of him, Pedro? What of him?” 

“Dead or taken, I think. Tomorrow you can discover for* your- 
self, Senorita. The last of them were captured upon the finca of 
that man of enormous evil, Senor Castenada, who gave them 
drugged wine. It is believed that one of them killed this hacen- 
dado before the drugs took hold. At any rate, they are to be 
brought into Havana tomorrow. If you like. Dona Conchita, I 
will go into Havana for you and discover whether — 

‘*No,” Conchita said; “I shall go myself,” 

“But,” one of the women protested, “what if they should rec- 
ognize you? After that of Nuevitas, your life would not be worth 
a centavoV 

“I will wear one of your dresses,” Conchita said, “and a turban 
upon my head, so that they see not the redness of my hair.T am 
nearly as dark as a mulatta now; and you shall stain my skin even 
darker.”.. . , . . 

“What of your eyes, Senorita?' Think you they will believe that 
any mulatta has', eyes as green as shoal water?” 
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*‘Yes. I know some with blue eyes, even. The greenness of my 
eyes will not preoccupy them. Yes, yes— I shall go!’* 

'‘And afterwards?*' Pedro said. 

"If he is alive, we shall save him, and he shall be my husband, 
for I love him much. If he is dead, we shall avenge him— him and 
my father." 

The Negroes looked at her wonderingly. 

"But how, Sehorita?" Pedro asked. "There are many and we 
are few. And they have guns — ^many guns. How could we harm 
the Spaniards?" 

"We shall not fight them, Pedro. But in the night we will raid 
them while they sleep. We shall set many fires and burn their 
barracks. We will take from them the guns and bullets that we 
need. And we shall kill an officer here and another there^ — men 
like Don Juan Costa, and Percher and del Piso and Bailo. . . 

"GoodI" Pedro said and Conchita could see the other blacks 
nodding grimly as she mentioned the names of the most rabid 
Negro baiters among the Spanish officers. 

"Perhaps we shall die," she said; "I do not know. Therefore I 
want only such men with me as are willing to come, and those 
who will fight for a free tomorrow for their children expecting 
nothing themselves." 

"There is one thing more, Dona Conchita," Pedro said; "you 
must get a few white men to join us, and mulattoes, too, if they 
will. Else it will be said that this is a revolt of the blacks, merely, 
and all over Cuba our people will suffer. When we strike, we 
must strike as Cubans, not as black men or white men or mixed 
breeds. This is a very necessary thing, I think." 

"Yes," Conchita said; "it is. I will try, Pedro. Now, if you will 
forgive me, I have much weariness, and must lie down. You have 
here an additional hammock,. Isabella?” 

"Yes," the woman said; "come with me, Senorita." 


They brought Narciso L6pez, and the two Metcalfes, and Lieu- 
tenant Hemdndez, and Lieutenant Van Vechten into Havana in 
the morning. They marched them along the Prado toward Morro 
Castle, and all the people who could reach them, struck at them 
with bamboo sticks, or kicked them, and spat into their faces and 
hurled rotten fruit and lumps of animal dung upon them. Their 
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guards made no move to Interfere. Long before they reached the 
Gastle they were too tired to walk, and husky infantrymen 
flanked them on both sides and bore them up by the armpits, 
their bare toes dragging in the dust. 

When they were within a hundred yards of the gate, a slim 
mulatta ran out of the crowd and slapped George Metcalfe across 
the face, hard. He reeled back and the guards turned him loose, 
grinning, while the mulatta slapped him right and left, and 
right again, and all the people laughed. Then the girl fastened 
her fingers about his throat and began to strangle him, her face 
contorted with fury. She thrust her face very close to his, swear- 
ing loudly in Spanish, but George realized suddenly that her 
fingers moved very lightly over his throat without really tighten- 
ing and between the explosive Spanish oaths she was murmur- 
ing over and over again quick English words: 

Where is he, George? Where is my Ross? Tell me where? 
Carramba! Hijo de la puta grande! Where?'* 

Then George Metcalfe saw the green eyes staring at him out 
of the bronzed face, and a wisp of the reddish-brown hair that 
had escaped the turban, and with great control he kept his face 
impassive and murmured through lips that scarcely moved: 

‘‘Escaped — into the woods. Hit me again, Conchita.” 

She struck him with her closed fist against the mouth so hard 
that his lips cracked against his teeth, and the blood came out 
of the corner and trickled down his chin. He staggered from the 
impact, and no pretense was necessary. His guards took his arms 
again and grinned at Conchita, saying; 

“A sufficiency, little one! Let us take care of him. And after- 
wards you can reward us — ^with kisses perhaps- — or even some- 
thing more. Where do you live, little Morena? We have much 
free time. . . 

But Conchita was off, running through the crowds, and George 
Metcalfe had the questionable comfort of seeing, just before she 
went, that her green eyes were glazed with tears. 

They marched Ross Pary through the brush toward the road, 
the ones who had captured him, and every time he stumbled, out 
of pure exhaustion, they prodded him with the bayonets. He was 
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asleep on his feet. They had killed the horse a week ago, and 
from that time until now, he had not been able to lie down for 
. more' than five minutes. He had circled through tht manigua, 

. doubling back on his trail, never daring to stop, hearing the 
sound of his pursuers all around him in the darkness. His food 
had given out three days ago, and yesterday the last of his water. 
He had thrown away his carbine as a useless encumbrance. 

They had taken him without a fight, finding him lying in a 
thicket unconscious from hunger and thirst and fatigue, 

A Spanish soldier, Ross thought bitterly, can wake the dead 
when he puts his mind to it. . . , 

It seemed that the march through the manigua would never 
end, and quite suddenly, he went down on his face and could not 
get up, and they were beating him, and then they stopped beat- 
ing him and were shooting into the brush, and then the shooting 
stopped and they weren*t there any more — that is, except the 
ones who were dead. 

Then Ross felt his head being lifted very tenderly, and he 
turned his face sidewise, and great masses of red-brown hair 
tumbled down around him, and he was looking up into eyes as 
green as a tropic sea. 

“Ross,” Conchita murmured; “oh, Ross mio — mi alma, Oh 
Sacred Mother of God, I have no wordsi” 

Then she bent down her head and kissed his mouth and all 
the blacks stood around them in a circle, grinning. 

“Conchita,” Ross said thickly, “my little Conchita, . . Then 
he felt himself going out, and strong hands came out of the dark- 
ness on both sides of him and lifted him upright and after a time 
his vision cleared. 

Conchita was smiling at him, but at the same time, her face 
was wet with tears. 

“Almost I have killed you, my own,” she said, “with this mad- 
ness of sending you here. But now I have you again and you are 
safe. , . She put both arms around his waist and clung to him, 
fiercely, 

“I shall never send you away from me again,” she said; “never, 
never, neverl” 

The Negroes held his arms and half led, half carried him over 
to the horse. He felt himself being lifted across the animal's hack, 
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then all the lights went out suddenly and stayed out for a long 
time.,: 

When he awoke, he was in a little hut, and Conchita was bath- 
ing his face. Outside a fire had been made, and from simmering 
pots came a variety of good smells. 

‘'How thin you ar^ my Ross,” Conchita said gently, “You have 
starved and that too is my fault, because there are so many things 
I should have taught you. A man can live in the Cuban brush 
from the palm tree alone. The heart of the palm is both edible 
and good.” 

“I ate bananas,” Ross said; ‘Tm sick of them.” 

Conchita kissed him quickly and got up and ran to the door. 
A few minutes later black Isabella came in with yucca, malanga, 
yams, oranges, squash, corn, fried plantains, and the milk of the 
cocoanut served in its own shell. There was also a stew of a kind 
of meat that Ross had never tasted before. But it was very good 
and he ate it all. 

“What is this?” he asked Conchita, as he put the bowl down 
empty. 

Conchita said. 

''Jutiaf' Ross echoed blankly. 

“A kind of a rat,” she said calmly. “It is good, no?” 

Ross gulped; then he straightened up, grinning. 

“Yes,” he said; “it is good.” 

Then he started to eat the other things, but long before he had 
finished, he had fallen asleep again, his head bowed down upon 
the rude table. Conchita called two of the Negroes and they car- 
ried him over to the thick straw floor mat. Then they went out, 
smiling. 

After they had gone, Conchita took ofl her boots and her 
jacket and lay down beside him, pillowing his bearded head 
upon her arm. She lay like that all night holding him gently, 
tenderly so as not to awaken him. Then in the morning she got 
up and went down and bathed in the stream and when she came 
back again, he was awake — areally awake. 

She knelt beside the mat and kissed him. She knelt there a long 
time holding his lace between her two hands. 

■ “My Ross,” ;She said. 

Ross smiled at her. 
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' “We’ve got to go, Conchita/V he said. “I have some money— 
maybe we could get one o£ the fishing boats to smuggle us over 
to Florida, and . . 

' ' “No,** : Conchita said. 

“No?** Ross echoed wonderingly. 

“Many Americans are alive, and prisoners. We must try to save 
them. Yesterday they shot Colonel Crittenden and fifty-two others; 
but I don*t think they dare shoot any more now. The American 
Consul in Havana has told de la Concha it might mean war. But 
they will imprison them. That is worse.. Shooting would be much 
kinder.*’ 

“I see,** Ross said. 

“Your friends George and Henry Metcalfe are among the pris- 
oners. George told me of your escape. Additionally there is the 
matter of the men who have lived too long now— like the fat one, 
Juan Costa; and del Piso, and Percher. It was the men of Costa 
who — ^who — ** 

“The scars?** Ross whispered. 

“Yes.** 

“Then I’ll stay,” Ross said. “It*s madness; but, as you say— 
those men have lived too long.** 

“Good,** Conchita said. “Then afterwards, we will go back to 
America— if we live.** 

“If we live,** Ross said. “Conchita . . 

“Yes, my own?” 

“You were here last night, weren’t you? Here in this hohio 1 
mean.** 

“Yes,** she said smiling, “and also in thy bed, my Ross. But you 
had greater need of sleep than of me.** 

“Fm sorry,'* Ross said. “I was so blamed tired that . , .** 

“Do not preoccupy yourself, my heart; there will be other 
nights. Now, get up.** 

Ross looked at her, and a little light showed in Ms blue eyes. 

“Instead of my getting up/* he said, “suppose you— ** 

“Nor* Conchita laughed. 

“Why not?’* 

“There is no time. You and I, my soul, must go down to Havana 
today.** 

“Havanal** Ross said. 

.[230I" ' 



*‘Yes. There is a danger; but it is not great. You shall shave off 
that glorious yellow beard of yours, and the Negro women will 
stain your body brown with a kind of berry. We shall mingle oil 
and soot in your hair. Then we will go.” 

”But,” Ross protested, “why must we go to Havana?” 

“For news. It is said that they will dispose of General L6pez 
today. It is necessary for us to know whether or not they will kill 
the Americans, too. If they do — ^then we must go to Florida at 
once and make such an outcry that there will be war. In such a 
fashion will Cuba be freed of Spain.” 

Ross stood up, smiling. He was surprised at how strong he felt. 

“Very well,” he said; “you can start to tarbrush me.” 

“Ill call the women,” Conchita said. 

“No!” Ross said — “Not unless my face and neck and arms and 
legs will be enough.” 


“Then I will do it. There is a danger of your clothing being 
tom in the crowds, since we must dress very poorly. Additionally, ji 

should the Spaniards become suspicious, the disguise must be | 

good and complete ...” 

“But, Conchita . . s| 

“Silly one! There was a time once when you turned on a lamp, >1 


remember, because I had shame of my body. And I am ugly and 
scarred, while you are of surpassing handsomeness and very fine. 
Cornel We shall go down to the stream and you will wash your- 
self, and afterwards we will come back here and make muiattoes 
of each other. It should be diverting, no?” 

It should, Ross thought, be damned diverting. 

It was. They came back to the hut and Isabella brought an 
earthen pot full of a thick brown liquid. They took off their 
clothing and smeared it all over each other, laughing like chil- 
dren. It was very amusing, and there in the clear morning sun- 
light that poured into the boh'o through every crack, it was also 
curiously innocent. Ross had a feeling that he didn’t want to 
spoil it. He turned to put on the ragged clothing that one of the 
Negroes had loaned Mm. 

“No,” ,■ Conchita said. ■ ■ , " 

Ross turned back to her, and put out his arms. 

“Nor that, my amorous one! It is only that it has not dried and 
will come off on the clothing. Also it will come off on me, and 
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upon you, il you take me in your arms. Have patience—there will 
be a moon this big, tonight, and you will have no need o£ sleep- 
ing/^ 

*1 think/’ Ross said, “that I never want to sleep again/’ 


The Spaniards strangled Narciso L6pez in the public square 
opposite Mono Castle/ And Ross and Conchita saw it. Narciso 
Ldpez died bravely; but it was not a pleasant thing to watch. 

That night there was a moon that filled half the sky. It silvered 
the feathery leaves of the bamboo, and etched the royal palms 
blackly against the night. The little hohios lay in the path of its 
whiteness, and between them, the Negro Pedro strummed a guitar 
and sang. 

Conchita lay in Ross’s arms, with her face pressed softly 
against the hollow of his throat. But Ross neither spoke nor 
moved. 

“What ails thee, my Ross?” she whispered. 

“I cannot,” Ross said. “God help me, I can’t. Not after today. 
I keep seeing him. It makes a sickness in me, little Conchita — it 
makes a debility of a most fonnidabie nature/’ 

“So?” she said. “I have much sorrow of that, my Ross. We have 
been too long apart. But do not preoccupy yourself. Come — let 
us go out and Pedro will sing to us. . . 

They got up from the straw mat and went out into the dark- 
ness. Pedro saw them coming and smiled, showing his strong 
white teeth in the moonlight. 

“Play, Pedro!” Conchita said. “Play us something gay!” 

The lean, black fingers caressed the strings. Ross listened, 
frowning. Pedro was a natural musician — a master of his instru- 
ment. Ross sat down on the trunk of a fallen palm with Conchita 
by his side, and rested his chin on the palm of his hand, listening. 
Something in the music stirred him, a strange, half expressed 
theme. He kept waiting for Pedro to repeat it, but the Negro 
never did. It must have been, Ross decided, an accidental combi- 
nation of notes improvised on the spur of the moment. How had 
it gone, now? He hummed the sounds over quietly, and excite- 
ment began to rise in him, sudden and strong. This was it— this 
was the thing he had wanted to do for Conchita. 

“Conchita,” he said; “get me something on which to write!” 
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“But, Ross," she said; “there is nothing, and besides why do 
you wish to write now?" ' 

Ross didn*t answer her. He got up from his seat and picked 
up a charred stick from out of the embers of the fire; then he 
went to a tree, and slashed off a strip of the bark with his knife. 
Swiftly he ruled in the lines, and then he wrote the notes, slowly, 
humming them to himself, erasing them with a bit of his ragged 
shirt, and writing them in again. Conchita leaned against his 
shoulder watching him with wondering eyes. 

Ross studied the music he had written, then he gave it to Pedro. 

“Here," he said, “play this." 

Pedro stared at the music, blankly. 

“I have sorrow, Sehor," he said sadly; “but I cannot read." 

Conchita took the piece of bark from his hand and studied it 
in the moonlight, 

“But I can," she breathed; “I can — and this is beautifull" 

“It is for you," Ross said. “It is you — the way you are to me." 

“Pedro, Pedrol" Conchita cried. “Listen — listen carefully!" 
Then she began to sing the notes, her voice flutelike and clear. 
She trilled them, birdlike, until the glissandos were like spring 
water running warm under a summer sun. She sang it all the way 
through, holding the last note, sending it soaring up high and 
clear and sweet. 

“Now, Pedro,” she said breathlessly, “play that!" 

“Can't, Dona Conchita,” Pedro groaned; “nobody could play 
that!" 

“Yes, yes, yesi Play it! It goes so — ^listen, oh head of formidable 
thickness! Listen — ^hear it in your heart, like I hear it, oh, Pedro 
•—please!" 

She repeated the theme, singing the la-la-la's, so slowly that 
Pedro's fingers could follow them on the strings. Then after a 
time, he had them and began to play, his black face taut with 
the effort, then he loosened and the music came out free, warm 
with tropic sun, and the white wash of seas upon the silver playa, 
and the wind singing in the ceibas, and the smell of bougain- 
villaea and frangipani, above all the sun— it was drenched in sun, 
that music, Cuban sun of a clarity and brilliance unmatched any- 
where else on earth. 

Conchita scampered like a child halfway up the trunk of the 
fallen tree that lay inclined against two others. Then she soared 
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out and up In a gigantic leap that was like flying, her skirt whirl- 
ing olt from her perfect legs. She touched the earth, weightlessiy, 

■ and pirouetted,: her arms and hands sculpturing the air. She had 
said she was a dancer, and Ross, saw now what a dancer was. 

'Not like Morgan, whose dancing was a kind of somnolence, a 
subconscious expression of the dark forces within her. No, not 
like that. Conchita came alive when she danced. She was lifted 
: out of herself, became more than herself. Even the crude cotton 
blouse, and skirt she wore became things of beauty, shaping fig- 
ures, brief arabesques in the moonlight, endowed with plasticity, 
fluidity, life. And her body, moving, stopped Ross's breath. Her 
small feet stamped the earth, flamenco fashion, her hands played 
maracaSy so clearly that Ross could hear them. Her face was 
frowning, ecstatic, the music flowed around her, into her. Her 
body melted into the music, became one with it, so that there 
was no break between the warm flesh moving and the singing, 
rhythmic line. 

Pedro grinned at her happily, his black fingers miracles upon 
the strings. And Ross Pary sat upon the palm trunk and looked 
at her, feeling her beauty stabbing into him so that even to watch 
her was the essence of exquisite pain. 

She broke it at last with a grand jeti out of the classic ballet, 
and fell into his arms, breathless and sobbing. Ross lifted her into 
his arms and started back to the bohio, 

*‘Good night, Pedro," he called; “many, many thanks!" 

“Of nothing!" Pedro laughed. “God grant you a son!" 

Ross shouldered open the door of the bohio and went inside 
into the dark. “This of the weakness," Conchita whispered; “it is 
gone now, is it not, my Ross?" 

“Yes," Ross said, “all gone." 

“Good! Now kiss me with all the kisses of your life of yesterday 
and today and tomorrow that I do not die now of too much feel- 
ing Oh Ross, Ross, Ross!” 

Outside in the clearing, black Pedro picked up his guitar and 
walked very close to the wall of the little boMo, Then he settled 
himself down comfortably on the earth and began to play the 
Dance of Conchita. He played it’ over and over again, inventing 
many piquant variations on - the theme. He played it tirelessly, all 
night long. 
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And all niglit long they heard it, and blessed Mm in their 
hearts. , ' 


It went very well at first, before it started to go badly. For a 
time there was hope among patriots that Conchita' Izquierdo and 
her blond Americano and their savage horde of' black machete 
fighters would be able to accomplish what Ldpez had failed to. 
But when it started to go badly, it went all at once and in every 
direction at the same time. The Spaniards planted a treacherous 
black among them, and upon the very next raid, they lost all but 
ten of the Negroes and all three of the young Triguehos — ^wheat- 
colored onCvS, as the Cubans call white men — ^who had joined 
them. 

And Juan Costa called Miguel de la Mancha, a favorite of his, 
a man without heart or fear or conscience, to direct the hunt- 

Thereafter, they did not know a moment's rest. They moved 
through the manigua day and night, never daring to stop, until 
they dropped in their tracks from fatigue. The disguising stain 
had faded out, but that was the least of their troubles. When a 
man fell, they had to leave him, and afterwards they would find 
him spread-eagled between the posts furnishing food for the 
vultures. 

They lay in a thorn thicket, Conchita and Ross and Pedro and 
three other blacks, all that were left now; and down below they 
could see a little church on the edge of the wood. Conchita 
gripped Ross's hand fiercely. 

"Look at the iglesta** she whispered. "Ross — ” 

“Yes, ConcMta?" 

have had much Joy of each other, which was a sin. I can- 
not regret it truly, but we are going to die now. I want to be your 
wife. It would sweeten the dying, knowing that I was yours in the 
sight of God and man." 

“I have wanted that for a long time,” Ross said. 

“Then we will go down there. Padre Antonio Ferrer, the priest, 
isan old friend of my father's. .. .” ' 

'“Won't it be complicated?” Ross said, '“After all, I*m not Gath- 
olic'.and— ■ 

: “Padre Antonio will understand that there is no time. We will 
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do everything at once, the Instructions and the Baptism and the 
Sacn’ament of marriage. . . 

‘'And Extreme Unction,” Pedro added drily. 

‘That too,’* Conchita whispered; ‘‘but I do not mind this of the 
dying any longer, as long as I die in your arms.” 

They got up out of the thicket and walked single file down to 
the church. The old priest greeted them with grave courtesy, and 
Conchita told him what they wanted of him. 

“There is much that is irregular here,” he mused; “how am I 
to know if the conversion is sincere?** 

“A man about to die does not lie,*' Ross said tartly. 

“That’s true, but I have doubts that such a marriage as this 
would bear the scrutiny of my superiors.” 

*'Padre mio/' Conchita burst out, “would you do the will of 
your superiors or of God? We have been in sin. If you refuse us 
we will live still in sin, and thus will we die. Plave you no concern 
for our souls? Are the rules of the Church more important? What 
serves a mountain of dogma now to us who must die within a 
space of hours?” 

The old priest stared at her. 

“Irregular or not, it is right,” he said half to himself. “Come, 
my son — we have much work to do.” 

Half an hour later, Ross had been baptized and confessed. 
It was, he thought wryly, an all-time record for such pro- 
ceedings. Then Conchita came out of the confessional box, her 
face radiant. They knelt before Padre Antonio, and he began the 
ceremony. But when he came to the rings, they both looked at 
each other, aghast. Neither of them possessed any. 

But Pedro stepped forward, a handful of gold rings in his palm. 
Among this great selection they had no difficulty finding one that 
fitted each of them. And Padre Antonio was too wise and too 
kindly to ask Pedro where he had gotten them. 

Then Ross Pary kissed his bride, and they came out of the 
church in the sunlight and saw the horsemen riding toward them 
with Miguel de la Mancha at their head. 

They ran for the trees, firing, and Ross and Conchita and 
Pedro made it, but the other three Negroes bad the good fortune 
to be killed instantly by the Spanish carbines. 

Those Negroes, Ross thought, are better off than we. They 
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died very quickly and without much pain. And I, God help me, 
am going to have to kill Conchita so that they don’t get their 
filthy hands upon her again. Then itll be my turn because I 
couldn’t stand the tortures. That leaves Pedro. Poor devil, I 
wonder whatll happen to him? 

They circled through the manigua all night, and all night long 
there was the sound of horses. But so far, the Spaniards had not 
brought the dogs up and until they did that, the three of them 
had a chance. 

Just before morning they approached a clearing, and the wind 
brought over the smell of a fire. They crept close to the edge, and 
Ross saw a grossly fat man surrounded by five soldiers, eating 
heartily from a pot that hung over the fire. 

Conchita’s nails bit into the flesh of his arms. 

Ross turned to her. 

*'Don Juan Costa,” she whispered, “the crudest of them all. 
And that way is the only way out of here. We cannot go back, 
because others of them are behind us. . . . This is the termination 
of it, my Ross. Now kiss me quickly and — and see that I am not 
taken — by them. . . 

Ross made a sound in his throat that was like the growl of an 
animal. 

“Here,” he said to Pedro, “keep her here. I shall return.” 

“No!” Conchita begged. “No, my Ross, no!” 

But Ross was down on his belly, crawling through the brush, 
the machete held in his teeth. Wfien he was close enough, he 
sprang into the clearing, and brought his machete down the front 
of one of the soldiers, opening him from breast to navel, and 
whirling, he cut down two more in half a heartbeat, and met 
the others rising, and gave one of them the point in the belly and 
brought the blade sidewise across the throat of the other and 
rested there panting, watching the life pump out of them, ignor- 
ing Juan Costa, which was a mistake for that mountain of a man 
got ponderously to his feet and brought the barrel of a pistol 
crashing down upon Ross’s head. 

The blow did not land solidly but it was enough to stun Ross. 
He lay on the ground watching the tiny feet of the fat officer ap- 
proaching.. Then he lunged forward, catching Costa’s . knees, 
bringing him down. 
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Ross^^w^^ then, scnrrying through the brush until he came to 
the place where he had left Conchita and Pedro. They were not 
there. The ground was torn with the hoof prints of many horses, 
and Pedro and Conchita were gone. Ross stared at the prints; 
then, slowly, his knees buckled under him, and he put his face 
down in the mud and cried. 

He got up after a time and marched out of the manigua, 
straight for the town of Matanzas, which was closest to them, and 
where, doubtless, his wife and his comrade had been taken. He 
walked very slowly and tiredly under the guasima and algaroba 
trees, until he had almost reached the town. Then he saw the 
horsemen resting, and Miguel de la Mancha holding Conchita in 
his arms and laughing at her frenzied efforts to escape. 

Ross got the revolver out and came forward firing, still walk- 
ing at the same slow pace. One of the horsemen dropped and the 
Negro, Pedro, seeing his chance, dashed out and away from them 
and two of them started after him, and Ross dropped them both 
within three feet of each other. Then Don Miguel roared out an 
order, and the cavalrymen surged forward, and swarmed all over 
him, beating him with their gun butts and the flats of their sa- 
bers; because the last thing Miguel de la Mancha had said was: 

“Take him aliveF' 

Through the rain of blows he could hear Conchita's voice 
screaming: “Do not kill him! Have mercy Caballeros, for the love 
of Godr* Then a sunburst of lights exploded inside his head and 
he pitched headlong into absolute darkness. 

De la Mancha stared at Conchita and smiled. 

“You have much interest in this tawny one, don't you?" he 
said. 

“He is my husband," Conchita said. 

“So?" Miguel laughed; “I have always heard that widows make 
the most interesting of companions. Enough, Caballeros! We 
must not cheat the Sehor Rubio of the opportunity for a heroic 
death,” 

“Beast!" Conchita spat. “Dog and offspring of a dog! Do you 
think to gain anything of me by killing him?" 

“The Senora is then disposed to bargain?" Miguel suggested. 

“No! Kill him and be damned. He would not have his life 
bargained for," 

Miguel shrugged. 



; *‘As you will, little dove/Mie said. ' “It is scarcely likely^ tMt' I 
could save his life in any^ event. The Sehor Colonel Juan Costa 
has some interest in the matter. Besides, I return to Spain' this 
week. It would give me much pleasure to take so beautiful and 
spirited a companion as you back with me. . r 

“Nor* Conchita said. 

“There remains the fact that your husband will die. I might be 
able to persuade Don Juan to commit you to my tender care. It 
would be a better fate than being executed yourself — ^after hav- 
ing furnished some sport for the soldiery, . . 

Conchita stared at him. 

“Think you/' she said scornfully, “that I care what happens 
to me after he is dead? Think you I'd even want to live?" 

Miguel de la Mancha looked at Ross's unconscious figure. 

“Strange," he said mockingly; “this thin, pale one with so little 
of manliness about him — and you have for him so great a love." 

“He is a thousand times the man of any of youl” Conchita said. 

“That will be seen," Miguel smiled. “Don Juan Costa has ways 
of testing the courage of any man.” 

Conchita looked at him and ail the color drained slowly out of 
her face. 

“No," she whispered. “Oh, no, no, no!" 

“I think he will die quite badly," Miguel said. “These thin, 
aesthetic ones usually do. In ten minutes, 111 wager, hell beg the 
Senor Colonel for his life. In twelve, for a more merciful death." 
Miguel shrugged his broad shoulders eloquently. “But all that, of 
course, is up to the Senora." 

“Up to me? How?" ' ■ 

“Men sometimes grow careless," de la Mancha said. “It is pos- 
sible that the thin blond one might never reach the Sehor Coio- 
neL: He might — escape." 

“How? Unconscious as he is— beaten already half to death, how 
could he escape, Sefior Captain?" 

“He might revive. The soldiers might be preoccupied with 
other matters, on the. edge of a wood, say, . . , These possibilities 
exist — ^if the "SO lovely Senora could find it, in her ..heart 'to,, be' a 
little more kindly disposed toward her humble admirer. / . ' 

“I, see," 'Conchita said. 

: '‘Of course,^ Juan will be. terribly angry with ,me. But .then 
l am already ordered back to Spai%'so his wrath would serve him 
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but little. And this poor devil of a husband of yours has so little 
flesh upon his back-— it could be removed with so much facility. 
A few brief strokes and then. . . ^ 

“Nol'’ Conchita shuddered. “Please, Sehor Captain, nof’ ■ 

“Then the Senora sees the reasonableness of my point of view?” 

: “Nor that. When he is dead and I am alone, what is to prevent 
the Senor Captain from summoning five soldiers— one to bind my 
skirts over my head, two to hold my feet apart, and two to hold 
my hands— arts at which Spanish caballeros are wondroiisly ex- 
pert?”' 

■Miguel stared, at her. , 

“A certain repugnance at such methods,” he said gently. “A 
faint hope that the Sefiora's gratitude toward me for saving her 
husband will ripen in time into something deeper and more last- 
ing. The fact that , the Seilora's beauty and spirit have awakened 
in me a deeper emotion than I have ever felt before. . . . I want 
no weeping, ravished girl in my bed. Such are the methods of 
men who cannot prevail by the gifts the good God gave them. 
They dishonor a man. They are an admission of a certain lack, 
of a certain failure, . > 

“I see,” Conchita said; “your sentiments do you much honor, 
Senor Captain. But what proof 'have I that you will actually do 
what you say? Promises are such empty things.” 

De la Mancha whirled. 

“Josel” he barked; “Juan— Enrique! Take th^ Americano md 
place him gently in that thicket. Give Mm back Ms weapons and 
leavehim there!” 

The soldiers stared at him in astonishment. 

“I gave you an order,” Miguel de la Mancha said, 

Conchita looked at him, and her green eyes misted over with 
tears. 

“Very well, Caballero,” she said brokenly; “I will go with you 
to Spain. . . 


It was dark in the thicket, and the mosquitos came down in 
clouds. Ross sat there dully, not even trying to slap them away. 
His head ached damnably, and Ms body was one long bruise. He 
was trying to think, but his mind refused to work in orderly pat- 



terns. He was unsure of what was real any more, and what was 
imagined,, or dreamed. , 

He had come down the road under the algaroba trees, and had 
seen the Spanish soldiers. That much he remembered. But after ■ 
that?. He strained his mind, trying to force the mental ' picture 
into focus. One of the soldiers had had Conchita in his arms. She 
had been fighting him, and then he, Ross had started shooting. 

That was ail he remembered. There had been many of the 
Spanish horsemen — so many. Then what the devil was he doing 
here alive and free? Had they killed him? That wasn*t possible, be- 
cause no dead man's body could ache the way his did now. , . . 

Snatches of it: Pedro running away, and the Spaniards falling. 
The men charging toward him. Then they had started hitting 
him and ... 

And they had thought him dead. That accounted for it. But 
why then hadn't they taken away his gun? And what was he doing 
here instead of out on the road where it had happened? His head 
ached so. . . . 

But his mind was clearing. He didn’t want it to clear. In a 
little while, he was going to be able to think, to remember some- 
thing that he ought not to think about, dared not remember. A 
moment later, he knew what it was: Conchita. 

He hadn’t been able to free her. By now she must be in the 
barracks of the cavalrymen. By now, by now — sweet Infant Jesus 
-—now ... He put his face down and vomited, but the sickness 
didn't leave him. 

Why had they left him alive? Mother of God, why? What was 
it to live, remembering — this? His right hand, moving, brushed 
against the butt of Ms revolver. Without conscious thought, with- 
out any hesitation at ail, he took it out, thrust the muzzle into 
his mouth, and jerked the trigger. The hammer crashed against 
the empty chamber, and he remembered that be had emptied it, 
firing, at the Spaniards. 

He took the cartridges out of his belt and began to reload, but 
he never finished the task, for a company of Spanish infantrymen 
came through the brush with fat Juan Costa at th,eir head. , 

'"There he is!" one of them cried; "just where Captain de la 
Mancha: said we'd find him!" 

They started toward him at a rush, and Ross stood up quietly 
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and waited, letting his revolver fall to the ground at his feet 
Capture by the Spaniards was just as eiSective as a bullet through 
the brain. A little slower, perhaps, but just as effective. 

“So,'' Juan Costa said, *'the Sehor Americano accepts our hos- 
pitality. That is good of him. I can assure him that he will not 
lack for entertainment” 

Ross didn’t answer. Words, now, were a luxury he couldn’t 
afford. 

They took him into their barracks, and through them toward 
a little building of stone. Don Juan unlocked the door, and strong 
arms propelled him inside, then four or five of them, including 
the fat Colonel, himself, came in with him. And the moment they 
were inside, it began. 

They threw him down face forward on the floor, and Ross saw 
a big Spaniard uncoil the whip. I won’t cry, Ross thought. I 
won’tl I won’tl 

But he did. His head thrashed back and forth on the column of 
his neck and he lay there moaning and sobbing and retching with 
the terrible spasms of emptiness. 

To occupy his mind, to hold himself against the surrender 
they wanted of him, he tried counting the strokes. But when they 
reached twenty, he fainted. 

When he came back again, he was lying face upward on a table, 
and they were pouring water into his eyes and mouth. 

“Ahl” Juan Costa murmured; **the Caballero rejoins us! What 
a pretty boy he is!” Then he stretched out his fat hand and 
stroked Ross ever so gently upon the cheek. 

“DogI” Ross spat at him, “keep your filthy paws off me!” 

“How discourteous,” Juan Costa sighed. “I assure you, Cabal- 
lero, my hands are quite clean. I take good care of them. The 
ointments which insure their smoothness come all the way from 
Arabia. . . 

“Sexless dog!” Ross screamed at him. “Half womani” 

Juan Costa giggled, a high senseless sound. 

“You speak Spanish well, Caballero,” he said; “but your choice 
of words is — unfortunate. Now you have offended me. I don’t 
like being offended. Ram6n — get me a bayonet, please. Strip 
him, Caballeros. . . 

They tore off Ross’s rags, and, as they did so, a sheet of pliable 
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bark, rolled up, fell out from under them. One of the soldiers 
picked it up and handed it to Juan Costa. He stood there study- 
ing it with pursed lips, and Ross’s eyes .came open again. 

He was aware suddenly , that Don Juan Costa was humming a 
tune— a very familiar tune, and after a moment he knew what it 
was: Conchita’s dance. But how the devil — ? Then, with an effort 
he looked up and saw that El Gordo, the fat one, was reading the 
notes from his bark manuscript. The sight amazed him. A man 
who had brains enough to read music, even, from the expression 
upon the round, greasy face, to enjoy music, and yet could re- 
main a creature of such sick, obscene 'bestiality— it was beyond 
comprehension. 

Don Juan stared at Ross. 

“You wrote this?” he demanded. 

“None of your Goddamned business!” Ross said. 

“I asked you a civil question, Caballero. Please be so good as to 
answer me.' You want more of the whip?” 

“I wrote it,” Ross said; “now leave me be. . . 

“Give him his clothes back,” Costa said quietly. “You, Ramdn, 
help him to dress.” 

They stared at their commander. 

“Do as I say!” Costa squeaked. “I do not kill artists! Not I, not 
Juan Costa, patron and amateur of the arts!” 

“Well .111 be damned!” Ross murmured. 

:■ “Take him to my quarters,” Costa directed. “Then send my 
personal physician to attend his hurts. When he' has recovered 
sufficiently, he will play for us, Caballeros, We shall have a, party. 
And there is need of a musician, no?” 

They grinned at their commander then, and, put the filthy rags 
' back upon Ross Pary. Afterwards they took him to a lavishly 
furnished' suite and laid him down upon the floor beside the bed. 
After that, Juan Costa came in with a Negress whO' bathed' Ross 
gently, and the doctor came a short time later and smeared him 
all over with a ' sweet-smelling salve that .was wonderfully sooth- 
ing. Afterwards' Costa sent for an orderly who shaved, away' Ross’s 
beard, and lifted him onto the couch that had been prepared for 
him. 

Juan Costa settled Ms fat bulk into a chair, holding the bark 
before his pudgy nose and studying it. 'Then he turned to_his desk 
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and drew,, out, several sheets of paper already ruled for music., He 
.copied the manuscript xareMly, in a tiny, delicate hand. Then 
he, turned to Ross, frowning. 

,' ‘There is much here I do not understand,'’ he said; “but it is 
beautiful, ,X think. The contrapuntal arrangement is extremely 
interesting. Now tell me, Sehor — “ 

“Pary,” Ross supplied, “Ross Pary/' 

“Sehor Pary, how came you by this theme? It is so typically 
Cubanl'V 

Tt'was inspired by my— -wife," Ross said weakly. “My late wife, 
who was Cuban. . . 

“The Sehora is dead? How unfortunate.*' 

“She was captured early this morning by a group of cavalry- 
men, “ Ross said flatly. 

“Then you have right/* Costa sighed. “She is dead. Those cav- 
alrymen are beastsl” 

Ross stared at him in silent amazement. 

Costa stood up- 

“I leave you now, Sehor Pary. In a few days you will play for 
us, no?“ 

“Yes,” Ross said tiredly, “I will play.” 

“I have sorrow of the whipping. I did not know you were a 
composer. There will be no more of that. You will be sentenced 
to many years at hard labor, and then they will remand you to 
me — at my request. And the labor will consist merely of playing 
for me. Not of too much badness, no?” 

“No,” Ross said; “it’s not too bad.” 

“Try to sleep, my son,” Juan Costa murmured. “It will do you 
good.” 

It came to Ross just before he fell asleep that he was going to 
see the other side of slavery now. He, who had owned slaves, had 
become one. But it didn’t bother him very much. Nothing did or 
could any more. 

But it was fully eight days before he began to feel alive again. 
Juan Costa had taken very good care of him. Each afternoon, the 
Negress came in and fed him. The food was excellent, though at 
first he was able to eat only a mouthful or two. But now he was 
better. Things connected for him— made sense. The stripes on his 
back had healed enough so that they no longer stuck to the band- 
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ages. That was a good thing, for careful as el medico had been, 
changing the bandages had been very painful. 

But on that evening of the eighth day since his capture, Ross 
was surprised to find out how nauch better he felt. The orderly 
had come with a message from Costa, requesting that Ross play 
for them that night. The doctor had expressed his belief that he 
was now well enough, 

“Come/' the orderly said. “The Caballeros await you. They 
have desires of hearing you play.” 

Ross followed the orderly until they reached a rude wooden 
hall. In one corner was a battered piano. He marched straight up 
to it without looking to the right or the left, and sat down, flex- 
ing his fingers. 

Then he began to play. The music was the swift gypsy tunes 
from the district near Seville. In the very middle of the first one, 
the men stood up, cheering. Ross glanced over his shoulder to the 
place where Juan Costa sat. The fat one was flanked right and 
left by two very pretty boys, not yet out of their teens. He was 
stroking their dark curly hair and feeding them Cuban sweet- 
meats, pushing the sugary confections into their mouths with his 
pudgy fingers. 

Ross turned back to the piano. It was no concern of his. But 
now Don Juan looked in his direction. 

“Maestro!” he called; “please play for us your own composition. 
I have much anxiety to hear it.” 

Ross sat quite still. He couldn’t do it. Whatever Conchita had 
been, whatever she had meant to him would be dirtied by this 
performance. He could not play Conchita’s dance to entertain 
her murderers. Yet, if he refused there would be the whip again 
and other pleasant implements that the Spaniards doubtless had 
waiting. That they would kill him didn’t matter. But how he 
died did matter, A man should be able to manage the final act 
of the long tragedy of his existence with dignity. And he couldn’t 
manage to die well. Not the way the Spaniards ordered the busi- 
ness of dying. 

Something had to be done. They were looking at him now, 
waiting. Then he had it. He put his long fingers on the keys and 
began to play Morgan’s music. Juan Costa’s hand stopped in mid- 
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air/ holcMttg the, dripping sweet that he had been about to thrust 

into the mouth of one of his favori^^^^ 

' the soldiers stopped They moved forward as 

though drawn by invisible cords until they stood in a group 
around the piano. They listened until Ross had finished it, then 
they cheered 

‘‘Again, Maestro!” they said “Play that voodoo music ■ agamf’ 

Don Juan got up and moved ponderously over to the piano. 

“That is not the piece you wrote!” he said accusingly. 

“It is another of the pieces I have written,” Ross said; “and for 
tonight, I think a better one, Sehor Costa. . . 

“The Maestro has right. Colonel!” the men chorused. “Permit 
that he play it again . . 

“Very well,” Don Juan said and went back to his seat between 
the two boys. 

But when he had finished Morgan‘s music, Juan Costa came 
back again. 

“Now,” he said, “play for me that Cuban Dance — which is ever 
so much better music than this savage thing.” 

Ross frowned There were, after all, limits even to surrender. 
To preserve his life at the cost of profaning his grief for Conchita 
was a damnable thing. Very slowly, he shook his head. 

“No,” he said almost inaudibiy, “that I cannot do. . . 

Don Juan put his woman-soft hand upon Ross’s shoulder. 

“I understand your reluctance to play the piece you wrote for 
your lost wife in such company,” he said; “but it is for me that 
you play it, not for these young swine. . . 

Ross frowned. Don Juan Costa was a strange man. And yet, in 
his queer, twisted way, he had tried to be kind. Conchita now, 
wherever she was, would understand Ross’s impulse to oblige 
this tender monster. Very softly, then, Ross began to play her 
dance. 

But he could not finish it. In the middle, he caught sight of the 
drunken grins upon the faces of the soldiens, and remembered 
what they or others like them had done to her, and his stiffened 
fingers made a aashing discord upon the keys, and he whirled 
away from the piano and stood up. 

“No!” he said; “Hi play no more!” 

Instantly Rambn, the big Spaniard who had wielded the whip, 
was upon him. 
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''Remember last week?’’ lie growled. 

"I remember,” Ross said quietly; “but understand this: if every 
man has his price, he has also some things beyond the purchasing. 
This music is such a thing, Don Ramdn. Ill play no more.” 

Ramdn drew back his hand and smashed his fist hard into 
Ross’s face. The blow broke his nose in two places, and sent him 
down upon the floor, the blood pumping from his smashed 
mouth. 

Instantly Don Juan Costa was at his side. 

''Rambnl” he squeaked; “you are confined to quarters until I 
send for you! It seems to me you want a taste of your own medi- 
cine. Luis and Enrique, pick the Maestro up and take him to my 
rooms. The party is over!” 

Lying on the couch, Ross realized finally how sick he was. The 
strength that had borne him up the first part of the evening was 
gone. He lay holding his throat hard against the black waves of 
nausea that rose in him, and the ceiling of the room moved above 
his head in slow and stately circles. For some minutes he burned 
furiously, then he was blue and shivering with cold. He had the 
idea he was dying and the thought was pleasant. So it was that 
when he first heard the knocking against the windowpane, he 
ignored it, attributing it to delirium. 

But the knocking came again, stronger. Groaning, Ross raised 
himself and pushed at the casement, it opened outward, easily, 
and Pedro’s black, grinning face was thrust through the opening. 

“Come, Sehorl” he whispered; “we must go now — quickly!” 

“I can’t,” Ross groaned. ’T cannot walk, Pedro.” 

Pedro pushed the sash up still further, and eased his lean body 
into the room. Then he picked Ross up as easily as though he 
were a child, and dumped him unceremoniously out the window. 

Whatever remained unbroken inside his body was smashed 
now, Ross was sure; but Pedro came through the window and 
picked him up again, and started off at a trot, hugging the shad- 
ows. Just outside the sentry box two horses waited. 

“Presents of the Spanish cavalry,” Pedro grinned. Ross looked 
at the place where the sentry should have been. He was there all 
right, but he lay flat on his face, and one glance told Ross he 
would never rise again. 

“What serves it, Pedro?” Ross said. “They will only hunt us 
down again, and this time they will kill us at once.” 
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■ ‘1 do not think they will seek for ns in yont country, Sehor/’ 
Pedro said; “I do not think your countrymen would permit it/'. 
' ' *ln m 

■'‘SgVThe boat of my Uncle Tolom^o awaits us not one hour's 
ride from here. I beg of you^^to take me with you to your home 
in: America, for after this Cuba is no longer a safe place for me 
to be/' 

‘"Gladly," Ross said. “Help me to mount, Pedro." 

They came out upon the playa a few miles east of Mataiizas, 
and there, as Pedro had said, the fishing boat was waiting. Uncle 
Tolom^o hoisted all sail, and they moved out to sea. 

Ross lay in the stern looking back at the island of Cuba. He 
kept looking at it until it dropped out of sight. All of his life lay 
buried there. 

The next afternoon, Pedro carried the half conscious form of 
Ross Pary ashore at Key West. For most of the voyage, he had 
been raving; but now, at last, his mind was clear. 

“There is a man called Harry Linton," he whispered through 
his swollen blackened lips. “Ask after him, Pedro. Just say the 
name. It will be sufficient. . . 

An hour later, he lay upon the soft feather mattress in Harry 
Linton's guest room, and that courtly old gentleman stood star* 
ing down at his unconscious face. 

“Those filthy beasts!" Harry Linton muttered to himself. “I 
told Pary what they were like. . , Then, more softly: “I'll send 
for Cathy — shell know just what to do. . . 
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Chapter 14 


*1 LIKE your face much better now/* Cathy Linton said. *‘You*re 
ugly, and a man should be ugly. You were much too handsome 
before. . . /* 

Ross put the fingers of his right hand up and touched his 
broken nose. Cathy*s right, he thought; I look like a pugilist! 

''Don't worry about it/* Cathy said; 'It becomes you, Ross — ^it 
really does/* 

Ross smiled at her, looking into the pleasant face that now he 
liked better than any other living face in the world. 

"I’ll take your word for it, Cathy,** he said; “though how a 
broken nose can become a man is more than I can see.’* 

“It sure does, though,** Cathy said. “It makes you look more — 
more rugged. Your face’s got determination in it, now — and char- 
acter. I like that. In fact I like you much better now than I did 
before.** 

“Thank you/* Ross said and looked away from her toward the 
blue water shimmering in the sunlight. The Isle of Hope was a 
very pleasant place. He was going to hate to leave it. 

And Cathy’s pleasant, too, he thought. The first time I saw her 
again in Key West, I wondered what on earth I ever saw in her 
before. How I know. It’s just that Cathy*s something kind of spe- 
cial and after a while that makes you forget how she looks. But 
that*s only the first step. After that you start seeing how she looks 
again— all freckles and a mouth as wide as a cattle gate, and the 
sunlight in that chestnut hair, and eyes the color of woodsmoke, 
and a nose as thin as an ax, blade, and a figure like a fence post, 
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and 111 be daixined if you donl "start to like it. If S' interesting, 
which is' more than you can say for many a prettier girl The 
modeling of the bones of her face is actually exquisite. If she*d 
only' put on a little flesh, she really would be something. But she 
never will She eats tike a bird and she's never still long enough 
for her food to , do her any good. ... 

■'"Ross,” Cathy said, “why are you looking at me like that?” 

Ross smiled at her. 

■ ‘‘Because you're nice," he said; “I was thinking about how nice 
you are." 

“Fd rather be pretty," Cathy said. 

“Why? Put you in a room with half a dozen pretty girls, and 
every man present would go away remembering you, and forget- 
ting the others. • . 

“And holding his side and laughing fit to kill himself," Cathy 
said drily. “I'm not fishing for compliments, Ross." 

“You don't have to. I've got a hunch that most of the world's 
really famous women have been interesting rather than pretty. 
You've got to learn to be proud, Cathy." 

“Of what?" Cathy snorted. 

“Of yourself. You're really something special 1 don't think any- 
one who ever got to know you well would ever forget you." 

“Fat lot of good that does me," Cathy said quietly, “with you." 

Ross looked at her. 

“Do you want it to?" he asked. 

Cathy frowned and looked away from him out over the water. 

“I don't know," she said seriously. “I knew that was the risk 1 
took when I insisted on taking you from Unde Harry's and bring- 
ing you here. I don't see any other men— except my brother. How 
do I know that it's not just lonesomeness?" 

“I'm sorry, Cathy," Ross said. 

“Don't be. It's not your fault. Besides, it's too soon after your 
— your wife's death, anyhow. , . 

Ross's face suddenly took on a forlorn, aged look. 

“Want to — to tell me about her, Ross?" Cathy said timidly. 

“No, Cathy." 

“I wish you would. It's terrible to sit and watch you sitting here 
eating your heart out' day after,., day. Maybe I could help you, 
Ross, Perhaps I could even make you forget." 
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“Don't try it,*' Ross said gently. "lt*s no good to grow too fond 
of 'a inan already dead. 

“Let me be the judge of that," Cathy said. ‘‘Gome, let's wait 
down by the water." 

“All right," Ross said. 

Cathy gave him her hand and they started out down the wind- 
ing path that was so cool under the oaks. There was a little wind 
that blew against them and Cathy lifted up her face to it and her 
thin nostrils flared. The sun was dropping down toward the bluffs 
on the mainland, over Burntpot Island, and it caught in her 
straight chestnut hair and blazed. She moved in light, Ross 
thought, walking in an excess of illumination, wraith- thin, and 
fine. The freckles that covered her face and neck were golden in 
the sunlight, and her wide, generous mouth seemed to take on a 
warmer color. He could see the red mounting into her thin 
cheeks, and the ghost of excitement stirred in him. 

This is two years too late, he thought, or a thousand years too 
soon. . . . 

“When is Harry coming back?" he asked. 

“I don't know," Cathy said. “What difference does it make? 
He won't get the money . . 

“Cathy, could I — ?" 

“No. Lending Harry money is like shoveling fleas in a barn- 
yard. He'll lose the place sooner or later, and your money with 
it, if I were to let you lend him some. . . ." 

“But what will you do once The Pines is gone?" 

“Go to live with Uncle Harry, I reckon. He won't mind. Fact is, 
he’ll be glad to have me. I’d be a lot of help to him in the busi- 
ness." 

“That’s true," Ross said thoughtfully. “Besides, down there 
you'd meet a lot of young fellows and . . ." 

Cathy stopped. Then she turned and faced him. 

“I don't want to meet any— now,” she said. 

“Whynot?" 

“I'd compare them with you. And that would finish 'em off so 
damn' quick that . . ’ 

“Cathy, please ..." 

“All right," Cathy said; “I'll stop now." 

It would have been, Ross thought, a good time, one of the best 
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times of alL : He remembered the day- that Cathy -Linton had ar- 
rived in Key West. He was only half conscious at the time, , but 
he:remembered it She had come into the room with a poke bon- 
net tied' under her chin, and if he had been able, Ross would 
have laughed. She looked so thin and intense and, countrified' in 
her hopelessly old-fashioned dress. She had stood there, staring at 
hi3Pa---and- he must have been, Ross realized now, a sight. His lips 
were cracked and swollen, and both his eyes we.re black, and his 
nose was broken in two places, and then one of the Negroes 
turned him over so that she could see his back. And it was then 
that Cathy started to cry. 

She didn’t just stand there and ay. Instead she marched up and 
down the room crying and swearing at the same time and after- 
wards she took out one of the little cigars and lit it and strode 
back and forth with her jerky long-legged stride, sending up 
clouds of smoke that turned the air blue and saying words that 
turned it even bluer. Then, abruptly, she stopped swearing, threw 
the little cigar out of the window and began to dress his wounds. 
And it was then that he started to get better. 

Cathy had been very good with him. She had been expert and 
tender and very sure. But it came to Ross now that that hadn’t 
been all of it, or even the most important part. The real thing 
that Cathy Linton had done for him was to make him want to 
get better. And that, come to think of it, was very curious, for 
nothing had changed. Conchita was dead. He must still live in 
voluntary exile from his beloved Moonrise. And there was still 
Morgan. 

Morgan. That was the worst thing. He had been running away 
from Morgan Brittany almost since the day he had met her. He 
couldn’t keep it up, now. He knew that. He had reached the stage 
in his life, in the growth of his spirit, when he had to stop run- 
ning away from things. Why the devil did a man run anyhow? 
It was because, he answered himself, he was afraid that he would 
be confronted with a situation beyond his power to cope with, 
or to bear. 

Such situations, being unknown, had all the added terror of 
the guessed at, of the imagined. But what was there now in his 
life that needed to be guessed at? He had journeyed to the limits 
of human endurance and beyond. He had eaten and slept with 

[252] 



death. He had seen imimately the very ultimates of depravity. 
What was there left for him to run from now? What could Mor- 
gan do or say that would hold a feeble candle to what he had 
already seen and heard? 

Besides, there remained one other unassailable fact: wherever a 
man fled, to whatever desert fastness, whatever impenetrable jun- 
gle, to wha tever far island surrounded by terrible seas, he took 
himself with him. There was no escaping the seeds of destruction 
he bore within himself, no fleeing the image of his own damna- 
tion. . . . 

'*Ross,” Cathy said softly, “what on earth are you thinking 
about?” 

Ross looked at her. 

“I was thinking about a woman called Morgan,” he said. 

“And this one isn't dead, is she?” Cathy said. 

“No. Morgan is alive. Too much alive, I think sometimes. . . 

‘Ton — you’re in love with her?” Cathy said. 

“No. I hate her. But I can't help thinking about her some- 
times.” 

“Why?” Cathy said. 

“Because Morgan is your beautiful woman, Cathy. And the 
beauty that should exist to give comfort and pleasure to someone 
has always been used by her as a force of darkness, as a weapon 
of terrible evil. You reminded me of her when you kept harping 
on the subject of physical beauty. A black panther is a beautiful 
animal. Some species of snakes are beautiful. A tiger is beautiful. 
And they all — ^kill.” 

“This Morgan is like that? She kills people?” 

“She hasn't yet. But I think she would without a qualm if it 
suited her purposes at the moment. But murder is not a subtle 
enough art for her. I think she’d enjoy much more having one 
man kill another over her — or driving a man to kill himself. . . 

“You make her sound perfectly fascinating,” Cathy said. 

“She is. She’s married to my best friend. It wouldn’t surprise 
me in the least if trying to live with her doesn’t drive him mad 
one of these days; that is, if he escaped being killed in a duel with 
one of her lovers.” 

“Are you one of her lovers, Ross?” 

“Heaven forbid!” Ross said, 
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Cathy caught his hand and drew him down beside her oh, log 
half buried in the drifting sand. The waves came in from the sea, 
blue and very quiet until they were close, then they broke upon 
the beach with a roar, eddying out in foamy whiteness. 

*‘The sea/’ Cathy said, in that odd, dry voice of hers; ‘‘it goes 
everywhere, Ross. It touches all the shores. You throw a stone 
into, it and the ripples wash up on the shores of China. I think 
sometimes that life is like that . . 

**Why, Cathy?^’ Ross said. 

‘There aren't any private acts. Everything we do makes ripples. 
The good and the evil. And they touch everybody inally— every- 
body in the whole damned world. , . 

“That's true,*' Ross mused. 

“Your niggerman, Brutus, only wanted his wife back — and that 
made a ripple that washed you to me. Your— your wife never 
heard of me, but she sent you down to Cuba and here you are 
again, thrown up, half wrecked, upon the beach of my life. 1 
wonder about that, Ross — ^it's got a pattern, hasn't it? — these re- 
curring ripples, I mean. And now this Morgan — ^what kind of a 
wave will she make that will touch my life? Maybe, the third 
time, if you’re tossed up in my lap, you won’t be able to leave. . . 

“You’d like that?” Ross said. 

“Yes,” Cathy said; “I’d like it very much, Ross.” 

Ross sat there looking at her a long time. She has, he thought, 
the best and most honest eyes in the world. And that funny, 
freckled face, once you get used to it, is downright restful If ever 
I began to feel again, she might mean something to me. If ever 
I dig up my heart again, it may very likely be hers. . . . 

Cathy looked back at him; she didn’t move or say anything, 
but sat very still looking at him; Then, very quietly, she moved 
closer, and raised her face to his, tilting her head back, dosing 
her eyes, 

Ross looked down at the warm, red mouth, fuiidipped and gen- 
erous. It wavered there, inches below his own. 

“No, Cathy,” he said gently. “Forgive me — but — no. . . 

The gray eyes came open slowly, staling at him, Ross could see 
them searching his face, quick pain moving in their depths. Then 
the pain was gone as suddenly as it had come. 

“You’re right,” she said, in that flat tone of hers, “it’s too soon, 
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isn*t it? She hasn't been dead six months. I'm ashamed of myself, 
Ross. . , She looked at him, smiling a little, now, ‘‘That was 
why you wonMn't kiss me, isn't it?"' 

. ‘‘Yes/' Ross said, “that was why/’ 

“I don’t think you dislike me. I think you may even be fond 
of me— kind of.” 

*1 am very fond of you,” Ross said, 

‘I’m glad,” Cathy sighed. “Well, that’s that. Come on, let’s go 
back now.” 

Ross took her arm and they walked back to the lovely old 
house. They found young Harry Linton sitting on the veranda 
staring morosely into the gathering dusk. 

“You didn’t get the money, did you?” Cathy said. 

“No,” Harry said curtly. 

“Harry,” Ross began, “suppose I were to — ” 

“No!” Cathy said sharply; “I won’t have it, Rossi” 

Harry looked at her wonderingly. 

“Why not. Sis?” he said, “If Ross could tide us over until I got 
in one good crop . , 

“No,” Cathy said. 

“Ill take the risk, Cathy,” Ross said. “Besides I could never 
repay you for all you’ve done for me. . . 

“I don’t want to be paid. Besides, it’s not a risk. It’s a down- 
right certainty. Harry’s no planter and the soil’s plumb worn out. 
It would cost damn near as much in guano as we’d get out of it. 
Another thing, say you made it possible for us to stay on here 
another year or two — ^would you really be doing us a favor, Ross? 
We’ve been cooped up here all our lives. Maybe Harry would 
make his mark in the world outside; maybe I’d be happier. . . 

“That’s so,” Harry said. “Maybe I’ll come out to Mississippi 
and take a look around. . . 

“Do,” Ross said. “Anything I can do to help you out, ill be 
glad to.” 

“When does the bank plan to take over?” Cathy asked. 

“Tomorrow, We’ll all have to pack tonight Sorry, Ross.” 

“It’s all right,” Ross told him; “it’s time I was getting home 
.anyhow.,”. ■ 

“I wish you never had to go home,” Cathy said; “never, never, 
never!”' 
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/'And I/’ Ross said, **wish I had a home to go to, . . 

'‘Don't you have a home? I thought—" 

■ have a house," Ross said "A home's a dilerent thing. Home 
is where the heart is. Good night, Cathy— Hi see you in the morn- 
ing. Night, Harry." 

“Good night, Ross," Harry said; but Cathy didn't answer him 
at all. 


Nothing had changed about the city of Natchez, sitting high on 
the bluff, watching tire river bend itself around the green and 
golden Louisiana shore. Nothing had changed, yet everything 
was different. It was quieter. It had taken on a certain serenity. 
And the wind moved tiirough the oaks and the magnolias with 
a noise like sighing. 

The roads radiated out from it like tunnels of green lace, the 
boughs of the oaks interwoven above them, shutting out the sky. 
The great houses sat under the trees, brooding and silent. And 
when Ross Fary came up Silver Street from the steamboat land- 
ing, no one greeted him at all. 

He walked up past the Esplanade, and up Main Street toward 
the building in which he had both his apartment and his office, 
and just before he reached it, he saw Morgan Brittany coming 
toward him. Ross groaned. He had wanted more time to himself 
before risking an encounter with Morgan. But he was done with 
running away, so he waited quietly until she came up to him. 

Morgan continued to walk until she was only a few feet away 
from him, then she stopped short 

“Rossi" she cried out; “Ross Faryl Oh, Ross — your face — your 
face!" 

“Yes," Ross smiled; “it's a mess, isn't it?" 

“Oh, nol It's — ^it's breathtakingl You look like a Roman gladi- 
ator emerging victorious from the battle. You look brutal — even 
a little auel. But you still have your poet's eyes. Why, Ross Pary, 
I think you have just about the most exciting face in the world! 
Do you live up to it?" 

“I have lived up to it," Ross said. 

“Tom told me you escaped that bloody fiasco in Cuba. The 
Metcalfes are back, too. It seems that the Spanish Government 
didn't want to risk a war by killing any more Americans, Some 
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are still prisoners, though. Colonel Wheat is in a dungeon in 
Spain. The State Department, is moving heaven and earth tO'/get' 
them out. How I chatter! It's a sign that I’m getting old.” ' 

*Tou will never be old, Morgan,” Ross said. 

‘‘Thank you. That’s a very nice thing to say. If Cuba has made 
you like me a little better, then bless Cuba, I say.” 

Ross studied the serene little heart-shaped face before him. It 
hadn’t changed. 

“No,” he said; “Cuba hasn’t made me like you any better, Mor- 
gan. Only you could do that.” 

Morgan moved up to him until she was very close, and stood 
there with her head tilted to one side, watching him out of those 
black' eyes. 

“How?” she murmured; “how could I make you like me, Ross?” 

“You might try being a little kinder,” Ross drawled. “You 
could develop a little respect for people. Then I’d like you. That 
way I’d like you very much.” 

“I’ve always been kind to you, Ross.” 

“You’ve never been kind. You don’t even understand what it 
means. Oh, yes, you can be very sweet when it suits your purpose 
— but only to gain your own ends. Ever tried a little disinterested 
kindness, Morgan? Ever thought of being decent for decency’s 
own sake?” 

Morgan threw back her head and laughed. 

“What nonsense!” she said. “Of course not. And neither has 
anyone else — not even you, my saintly Ross. People are never 
good for goodness’ sake. People are only good because they are 
afraid. That’s where I differ. I’m not afraid.” 

“You are impossible, Morgan,” Ross said. 

“Now you’ve said something. I’m absolutely free of illusion 
and that is impossible. The world won’t permit that. It kills such 
clear ones. It will kill me, finally. The cowardly dogs gather to- 
gether in packs and hunt down the lone wolf. And men must kill 
the solitary tiger, because his very existence threatens their lives. 
Oh yes, one day I shall be killed. I know that.” 

“I don’t doubt it,” Ross said coldly. 

Morgan smiled at him, 

“Now,” she said, “you’re going to take me up to your apart- 
ment and tell me all about Cuba,” 
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■ >‘Noy * Ross said. ‘‘You'd have me start my homecoming by rum 
ning the risk of fighting a duel with Lance?" 

' ' “Why not? Then one of you would kill the other and I would 
be rid of one of the two men who trouble me more than anyone 
else on earth." 

Ross smiled at her grimly. 

“And which one of us died wouldn’t make any difference to 
you, would it, Morgan?" 

“Yes it would make a difference. Before, you went away, it 
wouldn't have. But now it does. Ym sick of Lance, Ross. If you'd 
kill him I'd be ever so much obliged to you." 

“Then you won’t be obliged to me," Ross said. “I don’t fight 
duels, Morgan. And I've killed enough men now to last me ten 
lifetimes. Besides, I'm very fond of Lance." 

"The sickening old fooll" Morgan snapped. Then, just as sud- 
denly, she smiled: “So you’ve been killing people, Ross? How 
excitingl Do tell me about it!" 

“No," Ross said. “Look, Morgan — I can’t stand here in the 
street any longer talking to you. I’m very tired, and everything 
you do makes a scandal. I'll ride out to Finiterre one day soon, 
and then well talk — all three of us: you and I, and Lance." 

“You are going to talk to me today. I'm going upstairs with you 
right now." 

“Morgan — ^pleasel" 

“Don't try to appeal to my better nature, Ross," Morgan 
laughed. “You know well I haven't any." She hooked her arm 
through his. “Come on," she said. 

Ross looked at her. 

“All right," he said sullenly; “but don't try anything, Morgan." 

“Vanity, thy name is man!" Morgan laughed. “I won’t ravish 
you, darling. I don't think I could. You're very strong, despite 
your thinness. Besides, no matter how much you deny it, there's 
a bond between us. I don’t want that bond broken. I'm not sure 
I could control you if I permitted you such liberties. Ross— my 
beautiful Ross with the battered face. You don’t know how excit- 
ing it makes you look!" 

“So I've been told," Ross said, 

“Who told you? Oh, your little Cuban, of course. How is she, 
Ross? So far you haven't mentioned her name." 



*‘She is. dead, Morgaii.’’ , Ross said flatly. ' 

Morgan stopped still upon the second stair. 

■ “OhI” she said. Then: "Tm sorry, Ross. Believe me I am.” ■ ■ 

." ' . Ross stared at her in pure astonishment. 

“That,” he said, “was the last thing on earth I expected.you to 
"say.” 

“I know. I’m .unpredictable, aren't I? But 1 am sorry, Ross—, 
truly.” 

“Why?” Ross said. 

^ “Not because she’s dead. I don’t give a fig if any woman lives : 
or .dies. But because she was good for you. She had that air of 
:fi,ne bitchery that another woman cart' spot in a minute. ' And that 
was what, you needed, darling— to give your own ponderous^ so- 
lemnity a jolt once in a while. A man. always sheds his, ;dign,ity 
along with his trousers— thank God]'' 

“Don’t, be, vulgar, Morgan,” Ross said. 

“Why not? Nearly everything of value in life is. But youll find 
that out for yourself.” . 

They came ' into the,' apartment, ■ and Morgan ' put down ' her 
.parasol and her bag and started moving about,, taking the covers' 
off the lamps and the furniture. 

“Ido have my femini.ne impulses,” she said. “It’s so .ghostly in, 
here with everything covered up.” 

The word caught Ross’s attention. Ghostly. Yes, the apartment 
was haunted. It was filled with memories. The air was alive. with 
them, whispering. Here, in the place it- had begun. There—upon 
that bed. If he liste,ii€d' hard enough, Ross was sure he would 
hear the scamper of Conchita's quick moving feet. In the, shad-, 
ows, if his eyes could pierce the veil of mortality, he’d be able to 
see her smile. It came to him then, that he wouldn’t be able to 
stay here any longer. He’d never be able to endure the nights 
when nothing would stop the thinking. ■ There was no opiate 
against memory — no specific against anguished loss. . . . 

“Tell me, Ross,” Morgan said; “how did she die?” 

Ross’s head lifted slowly, and his broken face was ugly with 
pain. 

“The Spaniards captured; her,” he said drily, “and tortured her 
to death. We — we had been married an hour before. . . 

“You couldn’t save her?” 
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“I tried ■ They captiired me, too ” 

Morgaa stared at Mm in breathless fascination. 

‘‘And tortured you, too?” she whispered. 

“Yes” 

Morgan came up to him, and let her fingers stray over the 
rugged contours of his battered face. 

“What did they do, Ross?” she moaned. “Tell me, what?“ 

Ross stared at her. The tone was— ecstasy. 

“No,” he said brusquely. 

“Please, Ross — pleasel” 

“They smashed my face in with their fists and gun butts,” Ross 
said evenly. “They threw me down and beat me with a whip.“ 

Morgan put the palms of her hands over his ears and kissed 
his mouth slowly. There was, Ross realized, no one who could kiss 
like Morgan. 

“My darling,” she murmured; “my beautiful, battered darlingl 
There isn't any more softness in you, is there? They've taught you 
how to be cruel — ^haven't they?” 

“Yes,” Ross said grimly, “they have.” 

Morgan stood away from him, and looked up into his face. 

“I think I'm going to marry you,” she said. “You're my kind 
of a man now.” 

Ross frowned. 

“Must I remind you that you already have a husband?” he 
said. 

“I know. I'm sick of him. He's sick of me. Now you can kill 
him for me.” 

“Why do you want him killed?” 

“Because I'm tired of him. He's gotten old and querulous— and 
he's no longer adequate. I've thought of taking a lover. But that's 
no good.” 

“The Morganian theory of ethics,” Ross said wryly. “Why not, 
Morgan?” 

“Because a lover would be too demanding. Having no real hold 
over me, he'd try to bind me to him. He'd be watchful and sus- 
picious — and I couldn't stand that.” 

“But a husband — ^wouldn't?” 

“My husband,” Morgan said, “would have no need to.” 

“At the risk of being repetitious — ^may I ask why not, Morgan?” 
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‘‘Because rd OBly marry my kind of a man. Lance was, once. 
But he isn’t any more. You are — -you my darling with that face 
of yours that was excavated from the ruins of Pompeii! And I’d 
be absolutely faithful to you, as long as you knew how to treat 
me. You know that now — Ross, you know it!” 

*'Yes,” Ross, said quietly; do know how, Morgan. I reckon 
I Ve known how all along. Like a circus trainer with a tigress. 
Force. Cruelty greater than yours. Only I don’t think I’d like it.” 

“Oh yes you would. The rewards would be adequate.” 

“Considering the fact that I have not the slightest intention of 
murdering your husband, I don’t see . . 

“Don’t concern yourself about it!” Morgan laughed. “I’ll be 
rid of Lance, and you won’t have to lift a finger.” She went up on 
tiptoe and kissed him — hard. “There!” she said; “now we’re en- 
gaged!” 

“Well I’ll be damned!” Ross said. 

“Ross,” Morgan said; “tell me something else — ^you said you 
killed some men. How did you kill them?” 

“Why do you want to know that?” 

“Just so. Oh, I’ll tell you. I’m trying to find out something 
about you. Tell me, Ross — how did you kill them?” 

“With a gun, mostly — in battle. Some of them with a ma- 
chete. . . 

“You mean those big cane knives?” 

' “Yes.” . . 

“Did you,” Morgan asked eagerly, “did you enjoy it, Ross?” 

Ross frowned. He thought about Castenada and the five sol- 
diers of Juan Costa. 

“Some of them — ^yes,” he said quietly, 

Morgan clapped her hands together gleefully like a child. 

“Yes, yes!” she cried; “you have it— -the kind of hardness a man 
should have! You’ll do all right! Now, Ross-— one more question 
and ril let you be: Why did you enjoy killing them?” 

“One of them,” Ross said, “had betrayed my friends into the 
hands of the Spaniards. The others— threatened Conchita’s life. 
It was a pleasure to kill them. As pleasant as I sometimes think it 
would be — to kill you.” 

Morgan caught the lapels of his coat. 

“Yes,” she said; “I shall marry you— Ross. Now you are capable 


of killing me. You weren't before. Ever noticed bow every thing 
close to death is heightened? The sword of Damocles, Ross. All 
pleasures are richer, when snatched under the very shadow of 
death." 

Ross thought about black Pedro's night-long serenade on the 
tliree-stringed guitar, and smiled a little, sadly. 

‘That's true," he said; "that’s very true. . . 

“You’re remembering her, aren't you, Ross?" 

"Asu matter of .fact, I was. What difference does it make?" 

"A lot/I don’t give a fig about a living woman; but, I won't play 
second fiddle to a ghost! You’ve got to forget her, Ross." 

“And you,” Ross said, "have got to learn right now that you 
don’t tell me what I’ve got to do. My life is my own, Morgan. I 
do with it what I please." 

"Right,” Morgan said. "If I could make you do what I wanted 
you to, I’d hate you. But I’ll keep on trying. That’s the nature of 
a woman.” 

She went over to the table and picked up her parasol and her 
bag. 

" 'Bye, darling," she said. "Look how peacefully I'm going this 
time. Won’t it be nice when I don't have to go at all?" 

"Yes,” Ross mocked, "very. I shall wait very patiently. But now 
that you’ve confessed your great love for me, I expect anything 
to happen." 

"Love?" Morgan said. "Who said anything about love, Ross? 
What’s love got to do with it?" 

"I don’t know," Ross said. "You tell me." 

"Love," Morgan said, "is an infantile emotion that afflicts fools. 
I'm quite incapable of loving anyone, Ross — even you." 

"But," Ross drawled, "since, according to you, we’re going to 
be married, once Lance has been safely (disposed of— what sort of 
relationship can exist between usr— if you don't believe in love?" 

"This sort," Morgan said, and clung her mouth to his. " 'Bye, 
now, darling," she whispered; "you should be very useful — after 
dark, . . 

Then she was gone, slipping easily through the half opened 
door. 


The next afternoon, Ross rode out to Moonrise on a rented 
nag. Nancy, his blooded mare, was stabled out at the plantation. 
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He'd have to retrieve her. Riding this bag of bones was pure 
misery. 

When he came up the drive, the Negroes stared at him curi- 
ously as though they had never seen him before. But Simon, the 
butler, who had known him longer than any of them, recognized 
him at once. 

''Marse Ross!'" he quavered. ‘'Thank the dear Lord, you's home 
again! Yassir, thank His Name!'* He stopped, staring. "Marse 
Ross, what done happen to your face?'* 

"A mule kicked me," Ross grinned. “The folks at home?" 

“Yassir — they's here all right. They and that gentleman from 
New Orleans — Mister O — O — doggone it, I never could say that 
name!" 

Wallace came up behind him and stood there grinning at Ross. 

“Bear," he said. “Oh Bear! Ain't that a funny name, Marse 
Ross?" ■ 

“That depends," Ross said. “What is this gentleman's business, 
Simon?" 

“I don't know, sir. He comes up here to see Miss Annis." 

Ross stood there a moment, frowning and thoughtful. So Annis 
has a suitor! Little Annis! Let me see^ — ^her birthday was last 
month, and this is 1852 — my God! Annis is all of eighteen years, 
old 

“Tell them I'm here, Simon," he said. 

“Yassir, Marse Ross! Right now!" Simon scurried away down 
the hall. 

After a moment Ross heard him coming back, and after him a 
rush of many feet. Tom and Jennie came first, each of them car- 
rying a child in their arms. 

Twins! Ross gasped; “Holy Mother of God!" 

Behind them Annis came shyly leading a tall young man by 
the hand. He was tall and dark, and exceedingly handsome. 
There was a Latin flavor to his looks, and all at once Ross under- 
stood the name the Negroes had been trying to say. Aubert — a 
Creole name, obviously. Pronounced French fashion, it did sound 
like ;Oh' Bear.:' 

Jennie drew a little ahead of the others, but when she was close 
enough to see Ross's face, she stopped dead. She peered at it a 
long moment, then, helplessly, she started to cry. 

Ross could see Annis' face paling, and her fingers tightened 


convulsively 'arouiad young. Aubert^s -hand. Even Tom was silent 
then, his heavy brows drawn together in a frown. 

‘‘Good Godl^Te got out at last, “what happened to you, boy? 
You; look like you smacked into a locomotive — ^head on!" 

' “Compliments of the Spanish garrison at Matanzas,” Ross said 
quietly. “Don't cry, Jen— youll get used tO' my face. I have." 

“But' you used to be so handsome!” Jennie sobbed. “And now 
you, look like — like — " 

: “A bandit," young Aubert supplied. “One of the more roman- 
tic sort. How do you do, sir? Fm Danton Aubert. Annis has been 
telling me ail about you. . . 

Ross took the hand that Danton Aubert offered him. 

“Not the truth, I hope,” he said. 

“Hardly,” young Aubert laughed. “No man could be as won- 
derful as your sister thinks you are.” 

I am going to like this one, Ross thought. He has poise and 
assurance and those things require something to back them up. 

“Let me see the chil<h:en, Jen,” Ross said. “I didn't know a 
thing about them. Tom wrote me once or twice while I was in 
Georgia — but he never even mentioned the babies. . . 

“They were born last September,” Jennie said. “I called the 
boy Peter after my father. We named the girl after Annis — she 
does look like Annis a little, don't you think?” 

Except that one of the babies was dark, and the other was 
blonde, they looked like babies to Ross. He couldn't even tell 
which was the boy and which the girl. But he sat there holding 
them both in his arms, looking from one of them to the other, 
thinking: These could be mine— if I were blessed with any luck. 
But whatever my destiny is, it certainly doesn't include happi- 
ness. . . . Then he gave the babies back to their mother. 

‘They're lovely,” he said. “Which one is Peter?” 

“Oh, Ross!” Jennie said. 

“The little fellow with the black hair,” Tom said. “Looks Just 
like his pappy, don't you think?” 

“Well,” Ross grinned, “since we're reasonably sure of who his 
pappy is, I guess he does . . 

“Why, Ross," Annis said, “what a perfectly outrageous thing 
to say!” 

“Have you had anything to eat?'' Jennie asked in some confu- 


sion. ‘'You’re so thin, Ross! We’ve just finished dinner, hut there 
are an awful lot of things left” - 

“I am hungry, come to, think of it,” Ross said. "Well, Tom — 
congratulations. They’re a fine pair.” 

"Don’t mention it, boy,” Tom grinned. "Just wait until you 
see the next six. or seven.” 

"You’re looking at them right now,” Jennie said. "That’s all 
there’re ever going to be.” 

Something in her tone caught Ross’s attention. A note of grim- 
iiess— even of suppressed fury. I wonder what Tom’s done now, 
Ross mused. Oh well, it’s none of my affair, . . . 

He sat at the table and ate the good food, and Annis stood be- 
hind him and ruffled his hair. 

"Ross,” she said, "tell us about Cuba, won’t you?” 

Ross straightened up, frowning. 

"All right,” he sighed; "I’ll get it over with. I’ll have to sooner 
or later.” Then he told them. 

The silence afterwards had thickness and texture. It could be 
felt. Ross stood up, hearing the quick, rasping intake of the 
women’s breaths, the first, half strangled sobs. 

"I’m sorry,” he said; "but you asked me.” Then veiy quietly he 
walked down the long hall and out of the house. He stood on the 
gallery a long moment and Tom came out of the house and 
threw his big arm over Ross’s shoulder. 

"I’m sorry, boy,” he muttered; "I’m mighty, Goddamned 
sorry. . . 

"It’s all right now,” Ross said. 
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Chapter is 


Raoul Bergson, the great impresario, sat at liis favorite table 
at Le Coq d’Or, a sidewalk caf^ in the Montparnasse section of 
Paris. He always sat there at that particular table, under that 
particular chestnut tree, every day at the same time. He had done 
so for years, so that Le Coq d*Or had become a second office for 
him. Anyone who wanted to see him either on business or merely 
to enjoy the wit for which he was famous, knew precisely where 
to find him. In a very real sense, M. Bergson held court there, 
surrounded by a circle of admirers, his pudgy hands flashing 
diamonds from every finger, including his thumbs, a petite 
cognac resting untouched before him on the table. When he 
finally drank the cognac, that was a signal. His petitioners and 
friends knew that the interview was over. 

But this spring day of the year 1853, only one man sat opposite 
M. Bergson, a seedy, unimportant individual called Paul Drey- 
fus. This caused the great impresario a certain twinge of annoy- 
ance. ' 

**Raoul/' Dreyfus wheezed, “what of your new discovery? 
Aren't you going to tell me about her?” 

“There's nothing to tell,” Bergson said. “I haven't even seen 
her. .Andr 4 is quite excited over her, but you know^ Andr^— • 
everything excites him.” 

“Aren't you going to?” Paul Dreyfus asked. 

“Yes, this afternoon. I have a feeling about this girl. I cannot 
define it, my old one, still — there is this feeling. A Spanish dancer 
— the times should be good for such a one, is it not so? If she 

[867] 



has anything— any, kind of esprit, any verve— name of a camel! 
I had no idea it was so latef* 

‘‘Tomorrow yon will tell me about her, then?'' Dreyfus asked. 

Bergson shrugged, and drank a little cognac, 

“If there’s anything to tell,” he said. 

He got up then and proceeded along the sidewalk with his' 
curious rolling gait, which, together with his short, fat figure 
made him easily recognizable all over Paris. Fifteen minutes 
later, he was sitting in the first row of a shabby hail watching the 
Spanish girl dance. She was a beautiful girl, with reddish-brown 
hair and green eyes. She was, M. Bergson decided, much too thin; 
but he suspected that her thinness was not usual with her; plainly 
she had fared very badly of late. 

But before she was halfway through the first flamenco, Raoul 
Bergson knew she could dance, 

Ma foi, he mused, I wonder if she knows how good she is? I 
hope not — for that would make a great difficulty over the ques- 
tion of pay. 

The girl had finished the dance now, and stood there, waiting. 

“Encore,” Bergson said; “something different, this time.” 

The girl launched into a bade gitano — a gypsy dance, and 
Raoul Bergson felt the excitement rising in him. 

Once every century — one like this one! He could see the mar- 
quees of the tlieatres now — ^here in Paris, in London, in New 
York — ^Raoul Bergson presents — oh, well, he’d dream up a name 
for her. 

He stood up, smiling, 

“Enough, my little one. It is good. If you will come tomorrow 
to my office, we will discuss the terms of a contract I cannot 
promise you much, still, I must confess that as a dancer you are 
not too bad. A few faults here and there, but with time and work 
they will eradicate themselves.” 

The girl stood there, unmoving, a sullen expression upon her 
face. 

“M’sieur,” she said, her French marked by a heavy Spanish 
accent, “could we not discuss it now, tonight? There are certain 
difficulties, , . 

M. Bergson waved an imperious hand. 
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“That is an impossibility, child/’ he said. “Tomorrow, we win 
talk. Till then, 'voir” 

He had half turned, when he saw her sway. He tnrned back: 
again, but he was too late. The girl had fallen full length upon 
the Stage. The moment he reached her, Raoul Bergson saw that 
the faint was.^ no counterfeit. 

“Andr^r’ he bellowed; “Bring water — ^brandy — come quickly, 

enfa7ii—Nmit of a namel” 

His young assistant came flying from the wings, and together 
they carried her into one of the dressing rooms. One of the mu- 
sicians came in carrying the cheap handbag she had brought 
with her. He stood there holding it and watching while M. Berg- 
son got a stiff draught of brandy down her throat. 

She blinked and opened her eyes. Raoul looked at her almost 
tenderly. 

“How long has it been since you have eaten, little pigeon?” 
he said. 

“Four days,” the girl said weakly. 

“Andr^,” Bergson barked, “go order a cab. For this little one 
the finest meal in all Paris. Your forgiveness, Mademoiselle— I 
was a dolt not to have noticed.” 

“It is nothing,” she said. Then she saw the musician holding 
her handbag. “My bag, please,” she said. 

The man started forward, but halfway across the room, he 
stumbled over Raoul Bergson’s cane and dropped the bag. It 
burst open, strewing its contents over the floor. And the great 
impresario got down on his knees with the musician and a stage- 
hand to gather up the girFs meager belongings. 

He came up, holding a piece of a newspaper in his fat hands. 
Moving over to the light, he saw that it was from a provincial 
town in the Pyrenees, near the Spanish border. 

There is much excitement,” he read, “touching the complete 
escape of the assailant who wounded the illustrious Captain 
Miguel de la Mancha of the Spanish Army. The captain had been 
spending a few days in France, accompanied by a beautiful 
woman. Police are searching for his charming companion, in the 
belief that she might shed some light on the mystery.” 

The impresario folded the newspaper clipping and passed it 
over to her. 
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, ' , She took it, silently. Then.Andr^ returned to announce' that a 
cab awaited them. 

*'Gome, my child/’' Raoul said, *let us go.*’ 

' Raoul Bergson was, in his way, a diplomat. He waited until 
the girl had finished a meal as ■ good— almost, as the ones he 
usually ate himself, before he pressed the matter. 

He leaned forward across the table and smiled at her kindly. 

'*Well, little pigeon,” he murmured; “why did you do it?” 

The girl looked up fearfully at a passing gendarme. 

Raoul put out his pudgy hand and took hers. 

“This is not a matter for the police,” he said, “In prison you 
are useless to me. Out of it— you could be very useful, I think. 
But if I am to protect you from the consequences of your folly, 
I have to know the details. I assure you, Mademoiselle, that this 
is not the idle curiosity of an old man. Have the goodness to tell 
me, please. . . 

The girl studied the fat face before her. What she saw reassured 
her. Though Raoul Bergson thought of himself as a hard man, 
his kindness actually was a Parisian legend. 

“He betrayed me,” she whispered. 

“Ah— sol” Raoul chuckled. **CheTchez la femme. Now there is 
a woman I’d like to meet, the one whom a man would betray 
some one as pretty as you for.” 

“There was no other woman,” the girl said. 

M. Bergson’s face was genuinely puzzled. 

“This,” he said, “is a new kind of a marvel. There is no other 
woman and yet, your lover betrayed you?” 

“He was not my lover,” the girl said, “though in a way he was. 
I didn’t love him — I — I hated himi” 

“Name of a little pink sow! He was not your lover, yet he was 
your lover and you hated him. On top of all this he betrayed you 
in such a fashion that no other woman was involved. Please have 
the goodness to unravel all these mysteries!” 

“He — he killed my husband— or had him killed, after promis- 
ing me that he would spare his life. It is ail very simple, M’sieur. 
We, my husband and I, were 'revolutionaries in Cuba. We were 
captured, and I bargained with Captain de la Mancha for my 
husband’s life. My husband did not know this. For even though 
he faced torture, he would not have permitted it. , . 
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“The; captain, ^ doubtless, found you attractive?'’ : „ 

“Yes. I promised to come to Spain with him, if he freed my hus 
band. He did so, but afterwards, he gave the word to the soldiers 
where my husband, who was wounded and unconscious, might be 
.found/' ■ 

“There is only one thing unclear in all this,” Raoul said; “how 
did you discover the betrayal? It appears to me extremely un- 
likely that he would have told you.” 

“Yet he did tell me. In Spain we encountered a certain noble- 
man, who also thought that a mere captain should not be allowed 
to retain possession of a barbaric Cuban Sehorita, whose savagery 
lent her a certain charm in his blas6 eyes.” 

“So Captain de la Mancha brought you to France?” 

“Yes. But he also asked me to marry him. As he would finally 
have to go back to Spain, his only hope of keeping me if this 
hidalgo, this Grandee of Spain, really put forth some effort— was 
to marry me. I pointed out to Mm that marriage was not possible 
since I was already married. It was then that he made the grave 
error of telling me that I was, in fact, a widow.” 

“Then?” Raoul prompted, 

“Then I put several inches of knife blade into his carcass, and 
left. The rest, you know^” 

Raoul stared at her. 

“Ma fair he murmured, “you are a savage creaturel” 

' “Yes. We Habaneras often are.” 

“Habaneras? That is not your name?” 

“No, I am called Conchita. Habaneras means the women of 
Havana.” 

“Habanera. . . Raoul mused; “La Habaileral That’s iti Thank 
you for that, Mademoiselle.” 

“For, what?” Conchita asked. 

“For giving me your professional name — a name that will some- 
day be known round the world.” 

“Then we do not remain here in France?” 

“But no! The discoveries of Raoul Bergson are known in every 
capital of Europe, and in the New World as well.” 

■ “We go to America,' then.?”' 

“Yes — to New York and Chicago and San Francisco, and New 
Orleans.” 
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‘‘New Orleans,'* Conchita breathed; ‘1 should like that. Yes, 1 
should' like JtTery .much,” 

“Come, little pigeon,” Raoul Bergson said. 

By that same spring of 1853, Ross Fary had accomplished many 
things: He had risen to the very top of his profession, so that 
some of the public buildings in Jackson, Baton Rouge and^ New 
Orleans had been designed by him; he had established connec- 
tions with architectural firms in New York, so that when the day 
came that he could leave Natchez, he would find a position wait- 
ing for him; he maintained a friendly correspondence with Cathy 
Linton, realizing that the attraction that he had felt toward her 
was merely the upsurge of his despair; and he managed the tight- 
rope act of keeping up his friendship with Morgan Brittany with- 
out letting it develop into something more. Last of all, he had 
begun to educate his slaves with the view of freeing them as he 
had promised his lost Conchita. 

It was the state of the nation that troubled Mm, rather than 
his personal life, as he rode toward Finiterre that morning. The 
very air was big with destiny, and the feeling disturbed him. He 
had had enough of destiny; his part in the shaping of history had 
been sufficient, he felt, to last any man a lifetime; but the nagging 
fear persisted, dull like the ache of his old wounds in wet weather 
— that what was happening, what was going to happen would not 
leave him alone. The talk of secession was not yet ended; the in- 
terventionists mouthed their grandiose dream of a slaveholding 
empire stretching from the Mason and Dixon Line to the Ama- 
zon, which the Northern States, properly chastened, would be 
permitted to rejoin again — in their rightful place as junior part- 
ners — as culturally inferior domains. They talked glibly— almost 
gleefully, of war, if necessary; and Ross, who had seen war, grew 
cold and sick. ... 

He rode along on Nancy, his head bent forward on Ms chest, 
that face of Ms which had been that of a Phidian Apollo, and 
was now that of a battle-scarred Roman legionary, frowning and 
thoughtful. He paid little attention to the Negro who came 
limping up the drive, a bundle slung over his shoulder on a 
stick. Then the bundle itself attracted him. Runaway slaves 
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commorJy sluiig their few belongings into such,, a bunmc. i>wt 
surely no Negro was: fool enough to keep to the highroads in 
broad' daylight where the roving patrols were certain to capture 
him. He stared at the black curiously, and at the same moment 
the man threw down his. bundle and raced toward Mm, his 
black face split in an enormous grin. 

‘Tedrol” Ross cried; ‘‘now what, the devil . . 

“Sefior Rossf' Pedro laughed; “I found you! It has been a 
journey of formidable distances and of an immensity of trouble; 
but I have found youF' 

The Cuban Spanish rolled ofE his tongue like galling gun 
fire. Ross, who was out of practice, had some difficulty under- 
standing him at first. But the story was soon told. Pedro, ever 
restless, had tired of his work on the Linton estate in Key West. 
Key West was too much like Cuba — he wanted to see more of 
the world. So, armed with a letter from Harry Linton, and a few 
words of English, he had made his way to Mississippi. He had 
been arrested many times; but each time, his swift Spanish and 
Harry Linton's letter had been enough to convince the sheriffs 
that he was no fugitive. 

He wanted to stay here with Ross. He would make the Senor a 
good bodyservant. As for wages, his needs were few; whatever 
the grand, Senor Ross wished to pay him would be good and 
sufficient. All he asked was that he would not be enslaved. ... 

“Have no fear of that," Ross said grimly; and taking out a 
pencil, scrawled a note to Jennie, telling her who Pedro was, and 
directing that he be fed and given a place to stay. Then he rode 
on, toward Finiterre, 

As he rode through the gate, he saw his sister Annis riding 
toward him with Danton Aubert at her side. Even from that 
distance, Ross could see that her face was radiant. Love, he 
thought, is a wonderful thing — ^when well managed and accom- 
panied by luck; but without luck, it is terrible. Even when you 
have good memories^ — it's terrible. 

He rode up to them, and Annis looked at him, and lowered 
her head, then raised it again, covered with blushes and con- 
fusion. 

“Ross,", she whispered, “we — ^we , ' 
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^ We Ve going to be married, sir/' Danton said; 'Vith your 
permission/ of course, and that of your brother/' 

■ Ross studied them gravely for a long moment. He had already 
taken' the trouble to investigate the Auberts. They were sugar 
planters, and fabulously wealthy. Beyond that, they were gentle- 
folk, with generations of birth and breeding behind them; 
courtly Louisiana Creoles with all the old-world charm of man- 
ner. lie admired, too, Danton's assurance, his completely unseif- 
conscious oase. It was a trait that Ross could admire. His own 
had been so dearly bought. 

/‘You have It," he said slowly, "and my wish for your happi- 
ness. . . ' 

He put out his hand, and Danton took it in a finn grip. Then 
Annis kissed him, the happy tears wet upon her cheeks. 

"You think Tom will agree?" she asked anxiously. "Oh Ross, 
rm so afraid to ask himi" 

"Don't be," Ross smiled; “he’s already told me how pleased he 
was about the whole thing." 

"That's good,” Danton said. "It certainly takes a load off my 
mind. One other thing, sir — could I persuade you to bring Annis 
down to New Orleans to meet my parents? Mistress Jennie is 
much too busy to act as chaperone, and it's something that has to 
be done. . . ." 

“Gladly,” Ross said; “When are you two planning to take the 
fatal step?” 

“Oh, not until next year," Danton said. "My father insists that 
I take my Grand Tour first. He's old-fashioned in that regard. 
Of course I shall enjoy seeing London and Paris, but Fd rather do 
it on my honeymoon than alone . . 

"We can go back again, dearest," Annis said teasingiy. "Then 
you can show me all the places that you got into mischief in. I 
shan't speak to you for a month after you return. Then Fll for- 
give you, but only because I can't help it." 

"I shan't get into mischief,” Danton said stoutly. 

"I have two brothers/' Annis told him, "so I know menl” 

"But neither of your brothers had the incentive I have to keep 
out of trouble. Quite the contrary. It seems to me that their 
romances have always led them into it. . , 

“Right," Ross smiled; “see that you are wiser,” 
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‘'Don't worry about that— Ross/' Danton said. “1 shall call you 
Ross now— that is if you don't mind.”' 

“I don't mind,” Ross said. “Well, au revoir for now. Ill discuss 
our visit to New Orleans later. ... 

“Very well, sir,” Danton Aubert said. 


When Ross reached Finiterre he saw Lance Brittany jumping 
his magnificent hunter, Prince, over the high gate. He did it once, 
and whirled the gray stallion about and came racing back toward 
it again. This time Prince stumbled the barest trifle on the take- 
off, and his left hoof caught the topmost bar high up and took a 
splinter out of it a yard long. But Lance hauled back on the 
reins and steadied him so that he came down on all four feet with 
just a little stagger. Then he rode up to Ross with a grin. 

“There’s life in the old man yet,” he said. “I can still do it, 
Ross.” 

“That,” Ross said angrily, “was a fool thing, Lance. What the 
devil are you trying to prove?” 

“That I’m less than a thousand years old, I reckon,” Lance 
said bitterly, “whidi is exactly the way I feel.” 

You look it, too, Ross thought, seeing the thick hair with no 
black left in it anywhere, and the lines about Lance’s mouth and 
eyes that had not been there before. So this is what being married 
to Morgan does to a man. ... 

“Is Morgan at home?” he asked easily. 

“Yes, Come on, we’ll ride up there now and have a bourbon.” 

“No, thank you,” Ross said. “I don’t really want to see Morgan, 
Lance. You’ll forgive me if I admit that I’m not too fond of your 
wife. Let’s ride down into the city instead, and have our drinks 
there.” 

“All right,” Lance said. “But first I have to see how Smithers 
is coming along with the planting. Come with me — if it isn’t 
against your new-found abolitionist principles to watch slavery 
in operation.” 

“My principles,” Ross said, “have received just about the same 
treatment as my face. With the same results. Neither of them has 
"been improved.” 

“Your face has,” Lance grinned. “That’s one thing I agree with 



Morgan about You were a mite too pretty before. Your features 
were SO' damned- regular that they gave you a womanish cast. Now 
you' look like a man— -and one hell of a man at that. Bet the 
wenches look' at you now and get the shivers thinking of how de- 
lightfully you’d manhandle them, given half a chance.” 

“They’d sure be disappointed, if it were put to the test,” Ross 
said. “Well, come on— let’s ride.” 

They rode down into Natchez an hour later, and stopped at 
Connelly’s Tavern. All about them the talk rose hot and angry, 
the word “secession” being repeated over and over again. 

“That Stowe woman ought to be tarred and featheredi” a man 
said. “Imagine her writing a book like that one. What the hell 
does she know about slavery anyhow? Heard tell she’s never been 
out of Cincinnati in her life!” 

“Too bad old Henry Clay had to croak. He was a good man. 
We’re going to miss him. When he passed on I said to myself, 
there goes the last chance of settling this thing short of war. . . 

“You would be in hot water,” Lance smiled, “if they knew how 
you felt.” 

“But they don’t,” Ross said; “and I don’t aim to tell them. 
When I’m ready, I’m going to put the Negroes on a boat bound 
for Liberia and get on another one myself headed for New York.” 

“We’ll miss you,” Lance said seriously. “You’re the only friend 
I have left— that I can trust, I mean. I’m damned glad you aren’t 
fond of Morgan.” 

Ross put his glass down. 

“That reminds me,” he said. “Lance, do you know why Morgan 
is so afraid of the dark and of being shut up?” 

Lance glared at him. 

“How the devil did you know that, Ross?” he said harshly. 

“She told me. I ran into her downtown one day, and we got to 
talking. It came up some way, I don’t remember how; but even 
talking about it made her look ill. . . 

Lance sighed. 

“I don’t really,” he said. “It has something to do with her 
father, I think. My guess is that he must have punished her as a 
child by locking her up in a closet. She’s never said. I don’t think 
she remembers it consciously, herself.” He looked at Ross quizzi- 
cally. "*You’re smart,” he said. “Is that why you have so much 
patience with my bad temper?” 
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' “Yes," Ross said. 

'^Thanks/' Lance said drily. He stared away from Ross into the 
mirror over the bar. *‘Morgan*s walking a mighty narrow line,"' 
he said, “between what is real and what isn't. Knowing that, I 
can't behave like an ordinary husband. More than half the time 
what I feel for her ds — pity, I think that's what gets me more'n 
ordinarily riled at the men she gets mixed up with. Can't the 
fools see it isn't them — as people, as men — that interests her?" 

“Then what is it, Lance?" 

Lance stared at him. 

“Power, vengeance — ^who knows?" he muttered. He looked 
about him at the angry, gesticulating drinkers at the bar, and his 
face took on an expression of distaste. “Bottoms up, boy," he 
said gruffly; “I have to go. . . ." 


The rains came late that spring, after the blooming of the 
flowers. Ross had come back from taking Annis to New Orleans 
by the time they started. The Auberts had been all he had ex- 
pected: fine, cultured folk. He had delighted them by speaking 
French to them. Everything was settled now; Danton had been 
packed off to Europe for his Grand Tour, and the wedding had 
been set for the week after his return. 

But, once the rains started, it seemed that they would never 
stop. And rain always reminded Ross of Conchita. He remem- 
bered her with him before the fireplace, and outside the soft 
whispering of other rains. It had seemed so safe then~~so safe and 
certain and enduring. And now, less than two years later, it 
was a lost thing, remaining only in memory. ... 

He studied the little daguerreotype that Cathy Linton had 
sent him. The picture did nothing for Cathy — ^nothing at all. 
Her piquant coloring was absent from it; the picture showed 
only her thinness and her plainness, emphasizing certain un- 
favorable features— the size of her mouth, for instance. But 
Cathy's mouth, Ross remembered, was one of her good features: 
it was warm and generous. The picture didn't show that. Her 
head imprisoned in the photographer’s wire rack, Cathy looked 
like a country schoolgirl, prim and plain, even a little grim. And 
Cathy, God knew, was none of these. . . . 

He put the picture down and moved to the window. Outside 
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was only rain and mud, oceans of- mud, a gloomy, landscape to 
■contemplate. So lie turned away from the window and took 
.'down, a ' decanter of bourbon from the cabinet, and began to 
drink it.lt had , little effect upon him at first except to increase 
the painful somberness of his mood. 

He had given it up when he heard the light sound of booted 
feet upon the stair. The tread was not heavy enough to be that 
of his brother, Tom— nor yet the girlish skipping of Annis. 
It sounded like — ^Morgan. 

It was. She came into the apartment and tossed her hat and 
gloves carelessly on a chair, and moved toward him without a 
word and kissed him on the mouth. Then she turned away, hum- 
ming, and picked up the decanter of bourbon. She poured her- 
self a tall glassful and walked around the room sipping it, 
humming to herself all the while. 

He saw her stop and stiffen. Then she put out her hand and 
picked up Cathy's picture from the table. 

“And who the devil is this little witch?" she said. 

Ross looked at her. 

“Cathy Linton," he said; “a friend of mine." 

“I didn't know you had any women friends — except me." 

“Well you know now," Ross said. 

‘"Yes," Morgan said, “I do. I don't like this wench, Ross. I 
don't like her at all." 

“Why not?” Ross said. 

“She’s homely. Therefore she’s dangerous." 

“An ingenious conclusion. Why, Morgan?" 

“Because she must be terribly interesting. You wouldn't have 
her picture if she weren’t." 

“Right," Ross said; “she is interesting, Morgan. She's one of 
the most delightful little creatures I've ever met. And she isn't 
homely — ^not really — ^not once you get used to her." 

“That," Morgan drawled, “would take some doing!" 

■; , ■; “It - did.'^.^^^^ 

‘Ton say she's not homely. Prove it, my boy— prove it!" 

“I don't know if I can. You’d; have to- see her,:,and looks are 
a matter of opinion anyhow. It's her coloring, I think. Her eyes 
are as gray as woodsmoke, and her mouth’s naturally red. . . 

“There's enough of it," Morgan said. 
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“Yes, there is. She has lovely chestnut hair, and she's freckled 
all over like a setter pup, . , 

over, Ross?" Morgan drawled. 

“At least as far as I've seen," Ross said. 

“All over," Morgan said drily. “Go on." 

“She's as thin as she looks there, but most of the time she wears 
pants instead of a frock. The effect is very fetching. . . 

“I can imagine. Tight pants, no doubt." 

“Tight pants. And she smokes little cigars, and can outcuss any 
muleskinner you ever heard." 

“Quite a girl What else can she do well, Ross?" 

“I wouldn't know." 

“Gallant, aren't you? But you do know, don't you?' Damn you 
to hell, you do I" 

She was standing before his chair now and her face was twisted 
with rage. You'd think I'd betrayed her, Ross thought suddenly 
— that she were mine to betray. ... 

“If I did," he said drily, “I wouldn't tell you. It happens that 
I don't. I've never so much as kissed Cathy Linton. You can be- 
lieve that or not as it pleases you; either way I don't give a 
damn." 

Morgan straightened up, staring at him. Then, slowly, she 
smiled. 

“They did something to you when they smashed your face, 
did'n't they?" she said. “You used to defy me before, but never' 
like this. Before you were always angry— and a little afraid. Now 
you sit there and tell me flatly that you don’t give' a damn what 
I think. And you don't, do you? You really don't." 

“No," Ross said, smiling a little, “I really don't." 

Morgan looked at him, the pupils of her eyes dilating in the 
dim light. Then 'she lifted her glass and drank it all, and set 
it down before Mm noiselessly, with exqu'isite, expressive control. 

.“'Another," she. said quietly. 

Ross , picked up the decanter and poured the glass brimful 
. with a steady hand. ■ 

Morgan picked' up the glass, and stood there holding, it and 
looking at hini. ■ ,. 

“You too," 'she sakl 

Ross poured his. own glass. full. ' 
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Morgan drank half of hers and turned away: from him, swaying 
a little. Then she turned back again. 

*Tou--you'' frighten me/' she said hoarsely. “Before you 
wouldn't'have dared do that: You would have refused to give me 
any more— and you wouldn't have touched it yourself; You' used 
to run away from me when, things got a bit thick. But you 
wouldn't run, now— would you, Ross?" 

, , ‘‘No/’: Ross said.. ‘Tve done all the running Tm ever going 
to .. do— all the hiding. I have to face up to things sooner, or 
laten .Now is as good a time as any to be,gin." 

Morgan brought the rim of the glass up to her lips. She held 
it there, looking over it at Ross a long time. Then, very slowly, 
■she drained it. 

Ross drank his, too — ^all of it. He held the glass between his 
fingers then he threw it away from him, into the .fireplace. It 
broke, and the pieces lay upon the hearth, catching the , light. 
The fiame hissed briefly from the few drops left in the glass, and 
burned blue for a moment, then settled down again. 

Morgan walked over to the fireplace. Standing above it, she 
opened her^ fingers and let her glass fall, adding to the shattered 
fragments and the little wetness. She stood there watching it, 

. until, the little whiskey' she had had left in her glass began to 
smoke from the heat of the' fire. Then it blazed, making flickering 
blue ; shadows on h^ 

./ She : to to: . Ross, watching him, ' catlike— her body 

drawn down and in a little, • and Ross got up out of his chair 
: and' came to her. The fire made' a cackling sound— like laughter. 
Morgan put her arms up , about his neck and swung her weight 
from them and hung there staring up at his, battered face until 
it blurred out of focus. Then she parted her lips and closed her 
eyes. 

She tore away from him'.finally, and ran ahead of him into the 
bedroom, and Ross followed her and stood there watching her 
hands amid the swirl, of skirt and petticoats and the long, dean, 
good whiteness of her limbs. 'Then he looked beyond her at his 
little bed and the ghost of Gonchita Izquierdo came into the 
room and stood between them staring at him with accusing eyes. 

hoarsely,. ,“No, Morgan—*nor- , ;'- 
..■■:::v.She:;Stopped still. . .' 
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'‘Why iiot?’V slie whispered. 

“Not here/' Ross said thickly. “Not here, Morgan!" , 

Morgan looked at his eyes and traced their line of vision past 
her to the little bed. Her hands came away from her clothing 
and anger flamed up in her. 

“Not here/' she said very quietly, “not here — not upon her bed. 
That would dishonor her memory, wouldn’t it, Ross? Damn your 
soul to hell, I told you I wouldn’t play second fiddle to a ghost!" 

Then she lunged forward all at once, and her hands moving 
were invisible with speed. Ross felt four white-hot streaks of fire 
move down his face, and Morgan’s hand came away with bloody 
nails. He put his hand to his face and it came away dark with 
his own blood. Then he moved toward her and caught the front 
of her riding habit in his left hand and slapped her right and 
left and right again so that the sound of it was like small arms 
fire and her head jerked upon her neck and the tears jetted out 
of the corners of her eyes, arcing out and away from her face 
under the impact, leaving her cheeks dry. Then the rage was gone 
out of him leaving him nerveless and cold, and he opened his 
hand, and she crumpled bonelessly down upon the bed and lay 
there sobbing, making a hot, strangled sound like a whipped 
child. 

“Fm, sorry, Morgan/’ Ross said. 

She pushed herself up on one elbow and lay there staring at 
him, the tears running down her face chasing one another down 
across the corner of her mouth and her face red and swollen, 
the finger marks livid upon it, and her mouth swollen too and 
bleeding from both corners; but she straightened up smiling, and 
put out her hands to him. 

“You beast/' she moaned. “You big, ugly, 'savage beast! God, 
how ■ long it took me to get you untamed!" 

. She came up off the bed and put her. mouth to his so that' he, 
could taste the hot, salt tang of blood. Then she pushed her 'nails 
into his back so hard that be' could feel them tlirough the stuff 
of his lounging robe. Bringing his hands up, he broke her grip. 

“No," he said, “not here, Morgan. I. told you, not here!" 

She whirled away from him then and ran into the front room, 
and he came after her slowly, thinking: This is wrong, wrong, 
she is still Lance’s ' and T,, Oh, God, yes — I — But'he was in the 



front room and she whirled against him and her hands ripped at 
the dressing robe and then at the remainder of her own clothing. 
He tried to draw back, but she locked her arms about his neck 
and hurled herself down backward and away from him, still 
holding on so that he was drawn down too and lost his balance 
at the last and fell heavily with her. 

God help me, Ross Pary thought, while he could still think; 
God in His mercy help me! 

Her face, when she left the apartment, had all the sweet 
innocence in the world. 

# 

Afterwards, as he rode away from Finiterre in the blackness of 
just before dawn— upon another night — so many other nights 
now — the rain drove needles of ice into his face. He rode bent for- 
ward in the saddle, his hat pulled down over his eyes so lar that 
he did not see the man on the big gray horse until he was almost 
upon him. He put his hand under his coat to reach for his pistol; 
but it came away empty: the pistol was not there. 

There is, he thought wryly, a kind of justice in my forgetting 
it. Then the man rode in close and Ross saw that it was not 
Lance Brittany after all, but his brother, Tom. 

“What the devil are you doing out here?” he said. 

Tom looked at him steadily, through the driving rain. 

“The same thing as you,” he said, “trying to see her.” 

“Then you don't any more?” 

“Rarely,” Tom said, “She has other interests now. Reckon 
you're one of 'em, boy. Maybe even the main one. Nothing to 
keep you from being. You're not all tied up." 

“But she is,” Ross said. “Gome on.” 

They rode into the stableyard at Moonrise in the darkness, but 
inside the stable, Tom lit a match and put it to the wick on the 
oil lantern. He turned to open the gate to one of the stalls, and 
then he saw Ross's face. 

“So you did see her! You look all in, boy — you look like a dead 

.■■manl” ;■■■:? 

“I am a dead man, Tom,'' Ross said. 

“Hell,” Tom snorted; .“don't talk like that, Ross, Tumbling a 
wench never killed anybody.” 



“No,” Ross munnured. “Reckon you're' right, Tom. I’m not 
dead. It's nothing so simple as that — and there are worse 
things. . 

Tom stared at iiiiii. 

“Worse than being dead?” he said brusquely. “What kind of 
things, Ross?” 

“Things like human bondage — like not being your own man 
any more. Like becoming a woman’s creature — her toy. The thing 
upon which she satisfies her appetites. Something less than 
human, Tom. That’s worse.” 

Tom Pary looked at his younger brother pityingly. 

“You know,” he said, “I kind of reckoned it would be like 
that.” 

“You were right,” Ross said. 

Then he turned and left the stable, walking slowly, tiredly, 
through the thinning dark. 






Chapter i6 


“That Cuban Negro of yours, Ross/’ Morgan said; “that Pedro 
— keep him away from here, won’t you?” 

She was walking about her room at Finiterre, holding a goblet 
of brandy in her hand. 

“Didn’t you hear me?” she said. “That Pedro — ” 

“I heard you,” Ross said. “I’ll keep him away. You — you’re 
beautiful, Morgan.” 

“I know,” Morgan said; “So I’ve been told — ” 

“Who told you?” Ross said. 

“My husband, of course. And your brother, Tom.” 

Ross said, “Morgan, how did you get like this?” 

“Like what, darling?” Morgan drawled. 

“The way you are. You weren’t born cruel.” 

Morgan looked at him, pausing momentarily in her savage 
pacing. 

“I think I was,” she said. . 

“NcH-sometiiing happened. Something twisted you. What was 
it, Morgan? Tel! me^ — what?” 

Morgan came over to where he was and sank to the flooi' 
beside his chair, as gracefully as a cat. She put both her elbows 
on his knees, and rested her chin upon her hands. .Again, ^ dam-, 
nably, her face had that aspect of childlike '.innocence., ,■ . 

“I don’t know,” she said; “does it matter?” 

.“Yes,” Ross said; “it matters ve,ry much.” 

' .“'Why/ Ross?” '■ 

“Because I've, ,:been trying, to 'hate^-'y I ;c:an’t 'That’s 
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a curious thing. Since Fve known you 1 don’t remember your 
ever having said or done a single thing that wasn’t evil. 1 should 
hate you for that. I should despise you for what you’ve done 

to ''"me. 

' ' have I done to you,, darling? From the number ■ of, 

gallants' hereabouts whoVe tried every trick they .were capable 
of to achieve what you have without half tryin'g, i can’t see 
where you have cause for complaint." 

‘‘No/' Ross said slowly; “you can't see it, i don’t think I can 
even make you see it, you being what you are. . . 

“Try/’ Morgan whispered. 

“You’ve made me hate myself. Ever looked into your mirror 
and shuddered with self-loathing?" 

“No. Why should I? .Fm very nice to look at. Eve,n I can see 
that/’ 

“You are," Ross agreed “But you’re blind, Morgan. You can’t 
look into your mirror and see the face of an adulterer staring 
out at you. Tarquin’s face, ugly with sated lust. I see that. I say 
to myself, Lance was my friend, and I have betrayed him. That’s 
bad But what is really bad is to stand there and say: And Fm 
going to betray him again tonight and tomorrow, and every 
other time that he is absent from home. . . . That’s worse than 
bad. That’s terrible. I don’t like being a slave, Morgan, Nobody’s 
slave — not even yours." 

“You aren’t my slave. If you were, I should whip you. You’re 
my lover, Ross. Such a wonderful lover, tool So strong and so 
tireless — so brutal, too— when I goad you into it. I like you 
best then. You should always be brutal. Tenderness is a kind of 
weakness." 

“Or a kind of strength/' Ross said tonelessly. “Who ' knows. ! 
don’t like what we’re doing. A man like Lance shouldn’t be 
made to wear horns. He has too much dignity to play the cuckold 
well. I don’t like it, Morgan." 

“Why not?" Morgan laughed; “hasn’t it been— fun?" 

“No it hasn’t. I don’t like- going home with a tiredness like 
death in me. I am sick of being nail-ripped, teeth-torn. You call 
this wrestlers’ duel to the death we engage in — love? Or me — 
your lover? You’ve made me -something less than human, Morgan 
;"--^an:4nstru to serve -your, pleasure; the toy of, your quite 
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fiendish appetites. There's no end to your hungers, is there? 
And they're all evil, . . . That brutality you insist upon— what 
kind of a sickness' is that? No, don't answer. You can't, because 
you don’t know. I think that's why I don't hate you— why I pity 
you, r can’t hate you, because you haven't been bom yet — ^you're 
not a person, not a living woman; you're evil incarnate, per- 
mitted for a little time to walk this earth — you said that yourself 
once, didn't you?" 

"Yes," Morgan said unsteadily; "I did." 

"I think that the day that you are bom, you'll die. When you 
come out of darkness into light; out of that poisonous maze in 
which you wander, into reality, the recognition of yourself, of 
what you have been, will burn your heart to a cinder, and you'll 
die. You'll die mad — screeching. Oh yes, Morgan you'll die. . . 

"You do hate me, don’t you?" Morgan said. 

"No. How can I? You don't exist. What I'd like to know is 
how you managed to escape life? Tell me that, and I’ll know 
why I cannot hate you." 

Morgan turned away from him, stretching her long legs out 
before her. Then she lay back, her head resting upon his lap. 

"I don't know, Ross. The things you say, don't mean anything, 
really. And yet they seem to mean sometliing — a kind of meaning 
beyond meaning. If I could understand them, I’d enter into your 
world. Then, maybe I'd die — like you said. How did I escape 
life? The answer to that one, my battered darling, is I didn't I 
was born into life. I was drowned in it so that it — all of it 
seeped into me through my very pores. More than other people 
ever know, more than they can feel. ... It used to wash over 
me in 'the darkness — like a wave. ... 

She raised her head, staring away from him out the window. 

, ,"I used to lie upon my little bed when I was a child, and listen 
to the sou,nds of it in the darkness. Father wouldn't let me have 
a light. He wanted me to' be -brave. I've hated darkness" ever 
since. The house we had was built above the Hudson. It' was 
very ' big and' very old. At -.night,' -it creaked, and the wind- tugged-' 
at, it, outside. ... . And sometimes I would wake 'up .and hear, .my 
mother's voice. I never -could make out what she said. But she 
seemed to be, begging my father— imploring him* Then after- 
wards, she would 'scream. That .scream'- is in.my. Mood, 'Ross— it 
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and I have to hit someone, hurt someone— 
see blood. ... Vrwas terriied of my fattier, as a child. And yet, I 
loved him. He was the most fascinating man you could .ever 
meet. I told my mother once that when 1 grew up, ! was .go.ing 
to marry him, too.,rve never forgotten the look upon her face. 
It was death, and horror— and thafs a part of life, too, Ross- 
one of the parts I didn't escape. 

' “When I grew up, I found out other things about my father.' 
My mother loved him and hated Mm, but the love was stronger. 
I. adored my mother, .and when 1 found out about the other 
women— so many otlier women, Ross— I decided Fd kill .my 
■father,, so that he couldn't make her sulier any more. But' I 
couldn't. I loved him too much. . . . Does this make sense to 
you?" 

“Yes," Ross said curtly; “it does.” 

“When I was fifteen years old, one of the stab.Iebo'ys tried to 
rape me. I beat him, because I was terribly strong even,' then. 
I told my father about it, and be took his crop and beat that 
boy, I watched it It made me feel wonderful to watch it — all soft 
and warm inside, and melting, . . . Father ordered him off the 
place but he couldn't go right then, because he couldn't walk. So 
Father let him stay until he was well enough. But in the meantime 
there was this French actress, and Father forgot the stableboy," 

“But you — didn't?" 

“No. I kept wondering what it would have been like if I 
hadn't beaten him off. So one night I crept up into the loft over 
the stable where he slept and told him to go ahead. Poor fellow', 
he was petrified with fright. In the end, I ravished him. He begged 
me for mercy, finally, and the next morning he disappeared." 

“There were — others?" 

“A few. But I soon found out that most damnable of mascu- 
line traits— the supreme ego of the human male. They started 
acting like they owned me, and lording it over me, and trying 
to tell me what to do.' But Fd had enough of that iErom my 
father. Nobody tells me' whaf to do; I'm my own mistress, Ross. 
After that there weren't-, any more lovers — except in the way 
Fd worked out '.There's -nothing more delightful tlian to watch 
them puff out their feathers,' sure of a conquest, then stop them 
dead. Because men are - all little boys — ^whistling in the dark, 
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trying to keep up their courage — trying to delude themselves 
into believing they are lions instead of the wolves and jackals 
they really are. . • . , 

‘‘After a while it seemed to me all men had one face and 
that face was the face of my father, I wanted to smash it— I 
wanted to destroy its insufferable conceit. That's why I' avoided 
marriage. As soon as Fd known the man long enough his face 
became the face of my father. . . 

“You married Lance/’ Ross pointed out. 

“I had to. We were penniless, mother and I. Father had Just 
died, after squandering the last of his money and Mother’s. We 
didn’t know until afterwards in what terrible shape our finances 
were. He died in precisely the fashion you’d have expected Mm 
to — in the arms of his latest actress. And Mother followed him 
a few weei^ later, of a broken heart. I swore then, that Fd never 
have a heart to be broken — that I’d never be beaten by life. And 
I haven’t been, Ross, I haven’t been!” 

“No,” Ross murmured; “but what a price you paid for your 
Pyrrhic victory. Anyone as lovely as you would have had all life’s 
bounties laid at your feet. But by this dehumanization of yours, 
you’ve cheated yourself; you’ve thrown away your birthright.” 

Morgan stood up, laughing. 

“What nonsense!” she said. 

“Perhaps,” Ross murmured. “But there’s one thing you haven’t 
told me, Morgan.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Why you have such a horror of being shut in, and of dark- 
ness.” 

Morgan’s face was suddenly sullen. 

■ “I don’t remember,” she said. 

“Now you’re lying/’ Ross told her. “1 can always tell when 
you: are, now/’,, 

“Oh, all right! Though why you must, know that is more than 
.1 can see. Father locked me .in an. upstairs closet once : when I 
was a child— to punish me. I don’t tememfaer what I 'had done. 
Then he went' away and met one of his little dillies and forgot 
all about, me. He didn’t come back- until the following night. 
Mother thought he had taken' me '.with him—he; often did, you 
know — for''da'ys'at'a,, time.: 


**And yoa stayed in that closet all that time?" 

*^Yes— without light Without too much air. It took them, four 
hours to get uie to speak after they got me out. Mother said I 
was rigid— like a statue. The' strangest pan about it is I don’t 
remember it at all’’ 

‘Tou don’t remember it/' Ross. said, "tlien how—" 

/'Only because mother told me about it I had a nightmare. 
0iice— after! was grown. I dreamed that I was locked in a kind of 
a rained building. It had been destroyed— by fire I think, and I 
was caught in the ruins. Mother heard me screaming and came, 
.into my room and I told her. She said: 'You must have been 
remembering. . . / ” 

, "Perhaps you were/* Ross said; “I must be going now. Fni 
not up. to' an encounter with Lance this morning.” 

. "Nor any other morning when fve finished with you,” Mor- 
gan laughed. "*Bye darling. Kiss me good-bye, .then go. I must 
have my beauty sleep, you know.** 

Ross kissed her lightly, standing away from her, and bending 
forward so that his lips merely brushed hers. 

"You call that a kiss?** Moi^n murmured "No, you’ll have to 
do better than that!” Then she arched her body upward against 
his so that it fitted from breast to toe-tip into every contour his 
leaning body made. Her head went backward and at an angle, 
and the hot, wet underflesh of lip and tongue-tip dung with 
their old, accustomed expertness. Why was it that in this at least, 
Ross thought bitterly, that familiarity bred no contempt? That 
here, indeed, was only the added savor of anticipation? 

Morgan whirled away from him, laughing. 

" *Bye, now,” she said; "and remember, keep that Pedro ^ away 
from my Bessie — ^he*s giving her too many ideas/* 

How Pedro could give anyone ideas with that mangled Eng- 
lish he had learned in the not quite a year he had been at Moon- 
rise was more than Ross could see; but it was of little importance, 
anyhow. 

"All right,** he said; "I*E do that.” 

Riding away from Finiterre, Ross turned the whole thing over 
in his mind. How long' had it been going on? Almost a year now. 
Let's see, he mused, it started: just after Aubert left for Europe, 
and he will be home again in another month. Jennie and Annis 
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are making preparations for, the wedding now* And to. think that 
I , used to berate Tom about being a slave to the flesh. Well,' 
who's the slave now? More than any black. We own them 
bodies and their labors, but their souls at least are free. I’ve made 
my, Faustian bargain — for this woman, ' I’ve sold my immortal 
soul. ... 

Perhaps, he thought wryly, this “irrepressible conflict” that 
Senator Seward is accusing us of forcing, will free me of her. A 
minie ball severs all bonds. . . . 

Back at Moonrise, where he could stay now, as often as he 
liked, since he had removed by his own actions the bone of con- 
tention between himself and Tom, he looked in for a moment 
upon Jennie and Annis. They were busy with their sewing; for 
though both he and Tom had offered to purchase Annis’ trous- 
seau from the finest shops in the land, the women had refused 
them, preferring to make it themselves. There was, Ross guessed, 
a certain satisfaction in being married in a gown you had made 
yourself. 

“Weil,” he said; “how’s it going, girls?” 

“Oh, Ross,” Annis wailed; “we’ll never be done in timel” 

“If,” Ross smiled, “you wouldn’t try to make enough things 
to clothe an army, you would be done. It’s such a waste. You 
would look lovely even in a gunny sack, Annis. . . 

“Thank you for saying so,” Annis said, “even if it isn’t true. 
Oh, dear! Jennie just look at this- sheering — how awful!”' 

“Don’t worry about it, darling,” Jennie said. 

Ross dosed the door quietly behind him and went upstairs to 
his room. He lay down across the bed and stared at the ceiling, an 
unlit cigar stuck into the comer of his mouth. There was work 
to be done at the office but he didn’t feel like going' there; Ms 
assistants could' take care of ,it without his ,being" present He bad 
to do some thinking — now was the time that the decision had^ to 
be made. Most people went through life without' knowing .them- 
selves; by dreams and evasions, they magnified their better, quali- 
.ties, and pus,hed the things .they were ashamed of '..out, .of ,;sight 
and out of mind,.. . 

Ross would have little difficulty obtaining a position with one 
of the architectural fi,rms in' New York or Philadelphia' , or Boston. 
Pie had business '..connections in all. three of, those.cities* Of, course,. 
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to ran away again was a confession of cowardice~a!i admission 
that he could not cope with Morgan Brittany or himself. But why 
not make the' admission, since it was true? Wasii*t it better to be 
a coward,, to run, than it was to live here in shame? It was a 
.weakness to fly, 'but if he. stayed, would he ha¥e the strength to 
break with Morgan? He gi'oaned, thinking of it. . 

He, got up from the bed and went into the bathrooiiL After he 
had bathed and sha'ved, he felt better. The decision actually was 
no decision at all— self-preservation was a law of life. If he re- 
mained in Natchez, Morgan would destroy him. If he fled, she 
would be^ forced to turn once more to Lance. Annis' future was 
taken care of. Jennie had once more the look of quiet happiness, 
in her eyes. Only he hung whimpering upon the edge of life; in 
him only was existence all past and no future. . . . 

In the North, he could start all over again. He was not old. At 
thirty-two he had vigor enough to start a great career; better still, 
he had wisdom and maturity enough to avoid repeating the errors 
that had wrecked so much of his life. There might even be the 
companionship of a gentle, understanding woman, though love 
was gone from him now — forever gone. Conchita and Morgan, 
between them, had managed to rid him of his capacity for love; 
Conchita, through remembered sorrow— Morgan with the fires 
of her strange, unholy passions. ... 

He dined alone in his room, pleading a headache. As usual, he 
scarcely touched his food. Then, after he was sure that the family 
had left the first floor of the house, he came down into the salon 
and seated himself at the piano. He tried to play ConcMta*s 
dance, but he could not; after the first line, the memory of her 
was so bright before his eyes that he could not go on. It seemed 
to him that her green eyes reproved him from the shadows — that 
wherever she was, she felt injured and betrayed. If he had loved 
again, if he had married, that, : Ross felt, her wandering shade 
would have understood, could have forgiven; but this ugly, 
loveless passion for Morgan was quite another thing. It had to 
end — ^and now. 

He got up from the piano and left the house. He walked down 
to the edge of the bluff overlooking the river. He sat down under 
an oak and smoked a . cigar, .looking out over the Mississippi 
toward Louisiana. Lance was over there, busy with his planta- 
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tiom^ often he worked late that he did not come home at ail. 
He always told' Morgan when he planned to be absent, which 
was a mistake, for it let her know exactly when she could safely 
send for Ross* Lance Brittany was a fine man, and Ross’s friend* 
Under any given set of circumstances what had happened made 
no sense at ail. It did Ross's conscience no good at all to remind 
himself that he had been driven to it. “He was my Mend,” Ross 
quoted bitterly, “faithful and just to me. * . And how have I 
repaid him? No— let Morgan rage ail she cared to, he would 
never spend another night with her. 

It gi'ew dark slowly. A star hung in the pale dusk and winked 
at him. A iittk' breeze stirred the moss on the oak trees. And the 
surface of the river darkened, Ross sat there until it was entirely 
dark. Then he got up stiffly, and went back up to the house. 
Early as it was, he undressed and went to bed, hoping that be 
would not be plagued by visions of Morgan. An hour later, 
he av/oke to the realization that he had been dozing — that he 
actually was going to be able to sleep. 

Tve won, he thought, and burrowed contentedly into his 
pillow. 

He came awake slowly in the blackness of midnight, and lay 
in that curious state between sleep and wakefulness, listening to 
the shouting. It seemed to him that the voices were calling his 
name, 

“Ross!” they called; “Ross Paryl Come on out — you and Tom!” 

Hell of a kind of dream, Ross thought, and turned over. Then 
he saw that his window was red with the glare of torches. He 
was up at once, racing for the window. Down below, the yard 
was filled with more than a hundred men, mounted and armed. 
He pushed his head far out of . the window. Among them he 
recognized George and Henry Metcalfe, Charles Dahlgren, Henry 
Montcliffe, and. Levin M.arshaiL . ' ' . 

“Gome o.n down, Ross,” Henry Montcliffe called; “there’s 
trouble out at .Finiterre! The niggers have revolted!” 

Ross’s ..face grayed. Ever since Nat Turner had^ led his revolt 
in August in which sixty /.whites had been killed, the South 

had lived in /.dread of what.it grandiloquently , called “servile 
insurrection,”. ■ 

He did not lor.. cine .second ^do.ubt the ■ report. With Morgan 
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Brittaixy as mistress ; of Finiterre,. the Negroes had by how, he :was 
certain, excuse enough to rebel ten times over. 

‘^Comingl" he called down and raced for his clothes. 

■ As. he reached' the lower hall, he met Toiii,. pistol in hand, 
running. for the door. Outside, a dozen eager ha.rid,s helped them, 
to. saddle their horses, then the whole band rode off pounding 
through the night towards Finiterre. 

‘*How*d you know about this?'' Ross asked George Metcalfe as 
he- rode by his side. 

‘'A good nigger came out to Richnrond and told Levin,'” George 
said'. ■ 

And that, Ross thought bitterly, was always the history of the 
Negro, in slavery. The good ones, the fawning, hat-in-hand ones, 
the ones who got the old boots and the cast-off garments and a 
kindly word from their masters, ran and told. It was a curious 
commentary on the state of Ross Pary's mind that he could not 
admire that kind of a black. It was always the proud ones like 
Brutus, the daring, like Pedro, who captured his sympathy. With 
his ready ability to put himself in the other man's place, Ross 
could well imagine what it was like to be held a slave. And he 
knew what he would do in such a circumstance — what, indeed, 
he had done: run away, fight, kill anyone who tried to place this 
monstrous indignity upon him. If that night, Ross rode with the 
pack, his heart was with the hunted. 

They came up the drive to Finiterre, and before they reached 
it, they could see it burning. The fire, Ross was relieved to see, 
had not yet gained much headway. With a little luck, they'd be 
able to put it out. 

Then, as they reached the house itself, they heard the shooting. 
Lance Brittany stood at a window and fired very coolly and well. 
Three of the Negroes lay dead upon the. ground, but the others 
stood behind the trees and shot back* 

Where the devil had they got the guns? Ross wondered. But 
he didn't get a chance to think about it any more, for the horse- 
men thundered down upon the blacks, and the Negroes broke 
and ran for the woods. The. men galloped after them, firing. But 
Ross and Tom and Henryk Montcliffe stayed where they were. 

Morgan again, Ross.' thought ironically, the legion , of her 
lovers. ... 



Then the three of them rode down to thC' quarters, and com- 
mandeered the frightened blacks who cowered there, to put out 
the fire. Lance came out of the house with a musket in his hand 
and Morgan followed him with a carbine. 

“Many thanks/' he said quietly, and Ross saw the bleak misery 
in his eyes. “Have you captured them?” 

“Not yet,” Henry' Montcliffe said; “but we willl” 

Ross stood there, staring at Morgan. Her small, heart-s.haped 
face was alight with pleasure. It was, Ross knew, precisely the 
sort of thing that she would enjoy. 

Then the men were coming out of the woods dragging the 
Negroes behind them. 

“Had to shoot live more of the bastards before they'd give up,” 
Charles Dahigren growled. “Well, Lance — shall we get on with 
the hanging?” 

“Weil — ” Lance began; but Morgan cut in sharply: “Yes! Yes! 
Hang them— the murderous beasts!” 

They made a fire in the clearing, and the men went down to 
the stables and came back with ropes. 

“What about the rest of your niters/' Henry Metcalfe asked; 
“they weren't in on this, were they?” 

“No,” Lance said 

“1 think,” Morgan said sweetly, “maybe they'd all better be 
given a whipping to teach them a lesson, just in case . . 

“Good idea,” Dahigren began; but Lance cut him off. 

“No!” he roared; “I won't have a one of my good people 
touched! Do you realize, Charlie, ' that if they'd joined in this, 
we wouldn't have been alive when you got here?” 

“That's true,” Dahigren grumbled “still . . /' 

“Still,” Lance said quietly, “I'll hold any man personally 
responsible who touches a hair of their kinky heads.” 

Ross turned away from Morgan, cold and sick with disgust. 
Then something in the appearance of. one of the .captured blacks 
caught his attention. Pedro! Mother of God, why did he have', to 
getm'ixed up in this? .. 

. , Then he saw the reason. 'One^of the rebellious Negroes - was 
Bessie.'.'.: 

' Ross .walked, over' to where Pedro lay, his hands tied: behind 
■ him,' Ms' ...face: Moody. 


[* 95 ] 



''Why^dici yoii dc> itP’Vhe. groaned; -‘‘Motfier of C^od, Pedro— : 
why?" 

Pedro,:griniied at'diim.' 

: ‘There was this of the beatings/' he said. “Aclditioiially, my 
little' dove could not be kept a -slave. Mark Simlknnuh hm, the 
white woman is foroudable!’' 

‘11! see what I can do," Ross said. 

' “And for my Bessie also?" Pedro begged; "lor her eve'ii if not 
forme. ..-A 

, Ross walked over to Lance. 

“One of those blacks," he said,, “is a free Cuban Negro who 
once saved my life. I wonder if ..." 

“No!" Morgan said. 

Lance looked at her tiredly. 

“Sorry, Ross," he said slow'ly; “I wish 1 could. But these men .. 
wouldn’t understand. It might cost us both their friendship; and 
we’re going to need that damned soon, or I miss my guess . . 

“All right," Dahigren said; “string them up." 

Ross watched the hangings. The eleven Negroes died in dif- 
ferent ways, most of them very badly, begging and praying for 
life. But Pedro and Bessie stood up proudly, waiting, 

“Those two," Morgan said, “were the ringleaders. They were 
lovers. Hang them together, won’t you?" 

The men grinned at her. This wife of Brittany’s sure I^ord had 
spunk. Most of the women they knew would have been stretched 
out in a cold faint by now. 

They pushed Bessie and Pedro under the tree and dropped the 
noose around their necks. Something in their bearing must have 
moved Lance. Turning to George, he muttered: “See if they’ve 

got anything to say. ..." 

“No, Sehores, nothing," Pedro said easily when the question 
was put to him; but Bessie’s dark eyes flashed in the .&elight. 

“Yes!" she cried; “sure' Lord I is got. something to say! Want, 
to tell you gentlemens why I done it! Because of her-' — because 
that wicked woman right there! Know I’m going to die— so Fm 
telling the truth. Never thought of fighting— never even thought 
of being free till she cornel But 'she stuck a scissors through my 
hand ’cause I done her hair 'wrong. She kicked me down the 
stairs ’cause I was a little slow. And gentlemens — I ask you one 



favor-just you go up in the attic and see what you'll see. Even 
Marse Lance don't know about that^ — that _ place what she had 
made where she could chain us to the floor and beat us — not 
’cause we done nothing, but ’cause it pleasured her , to beat us! 
See the faney door she made to lock us in! 

“Go and look at that! And see the bloody stains on the floor.,, 
Go out behind the barn and dig up the bones of old Lucas what 
she done whipped to death one night when Marse Pary didn’t 
come over to sleep with her while Marse Lance was . gone, . . 

Ross’s breath stopped in his lungs, and in the little pause all 
sounds were curiously magnified. He thought he could pick out 
the note of each man’s breathing. 

“Yes, yes! Going to tell you ’bout that now, Marse Lance— 
’cause I’m going to die. Dying folks speaks true. Going to swear 
on it, before the Living God — ’cause you been good to us — only 
she been meaner’n hell! Marse Lance — ever’ time you spent any 
time out of this here house, she had some other man in it! Mostly 
it were that Marse Pary — more him than anybody else. But she 
done shamed you, Marse Lance — she done shamed you a thou- 
sand times!” 

Ross, who was watching Morgan, recognized the precise instant 
she lost control. She jerked the carbine up and fired; but Lance’s 
heavy hand caught the barrel so that the bullet plowed up a 
furrow of earth at Bessie’s feet. 

“Hang her!” Morgan shrieked; “hang the lying black bitch!” 

“Yes,” Bessie said contemptuously; “hang me now, gentlemens; 
I done had my say,” 

The ropes jerked, tightened, and the two dark figures kicked 
in the moonlight; then finally tliey were still, their toes swinging 
slowly through half the points of the compass; but nobody 
looked at them. 

They were looking at Lance Brittany. They were watching 
the spectacle of a man’s spirit crumpling quite visibly behind 
the walls of; his flesh. Then, with- an effort, Lance mastered him- 
,sel£ 

This is it,. Ross thought bitterly,, here' he comes now, and 
tomorrow Fil /die my dishonored- death. Tomorrow FlI exchange 
shots with .a man who has always befriended me, who has gone 
to trouble and expense to aid me,- who has, trusted me implicitly 
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—and I betrayed him. Maybe, there is justice in the .world, after 
ail; How will it be tomorrow? How will it be when I fire my 
pistol into the air and stand there waiting? 

But 'suddenly all the hard-held breath left his lungs with a 
rush, for Lance had turned away from him and was marching 
stiffly, straight up to his brother, Tom. 

**Oh, no! God, no!’' Ross whispered. But Lance’s big hand 
came back, and struck Tom hard across his face. 

Ross saw Ms brother stiffen. Then Tom, straightened up, 
proudly. 

‘'Before all these gentlemen present,’’ he said in a deep voice, 
“and before the God I serve, I want to declare that I*m innocent 
of these charges. But Hi meet you, Mister Brittany — any time or 
place you say.” 

“The sandbar,” Lance got out; “in front of Vidalia. The 
choice of weapons is yours, Mister Pary.” 

“Pistols,” Tom Pary said. 

Ross broke out of the trance in which he had held. He ran 
over to where Tom and Lance stood. 

“Lance,” he said; “You’ve got the wrong Pary. I’m the guilty 
party, Lance — and I’m as guilty as hell.” 

Lance stared at him with dull eyes. There was so much fatigue 
in his face. 

“Gallant as usual, eh Ross?” he said tiredly. “I understand how 
you feel. After all, he is your brother, . . 

“No!” Ross cried; “Fm not lying, Lance — Fm the guilty one, 
not Tom!” 

“Sorry, Ross,” Lance said heavily; “I won’t fight you. I know 
what kind of relationship existed between you and Morgan, I 
have the right man all right.” 

“All she said was Pary!” Ross wept; “she didn’t say which 
Pary.” 

“She didn’t need to,” Lance said. 

“You’ll have to meet me!” Ross raged; “if you kill Tom, I’ll 
challenge you. Oh you stupid jackass, can't you see Fm not 
lying?” 

“No,” Lance said; “I can’t see dt.' And if you issue a challenge, 
FlI refuse to accept it.” He turned slowly, and with massive 
dignity, to the other men. 
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^'Gentlemeii/Vhe said graveiy; "'my heartfelt thanks for your 
aid. AlsO' my humblest apologies for the disgraceful scene that 
has transpired here, I assure you, that after this— the Biittanys 
will trouble Natchez no more. I wpuld not have you reminded 
of the shame of my dishonored house, or have your ladies dis- 
turbed by the presence of one who has disgraced all Southern 
womanhood. And now, gentlemen — good night I" 

Only a few of them answered him. In a way, they shared his 
shame. For a while hereafter the wives of Natchez would be 
troubled by much suspicious questioning. 

Henry Montcliffe, moved over to Lance, his face filled with 
concern. 

*‘Go light on her, won’t you, Lance?’* he whispered. 

Lance glared at him. 

*'Go light!** he said; “If she*s alive tomorrow— it will be because 
my arm has grown too tired. Good night, sir!” 

Morgan turned her gaze in Ross’s direction. Her black eyes 
were filled with terror. 

“Rossi” she gasped; “don’t let him! Ross, please . . 

Ross looked at her. 

“God give his arm strength!” he said. 


The river, moving, made a little peaceful sound as it washed 
against the sandbar. Ross Pary turned his head toward Natchez, 
already bright with sun because of the height upon which it sat. 
But here upon the sandbar before Vidalia, the light was still 
gray .with morning mist. 

Doctor Benbow knelt a little apart, examining his instruments, 
A little distance apart, Lance Brittany stood silently beside 
Charles Dahlgren, his second. Both banks were lined with spec- 
tators, armed with telescopes; and the river was filled with skiis, 
loaded to the gunwales with men come to' see the slaughter, 

The Judge stood up now, beckoning to the two men to come 
together. Ross heard, his instructions only vaguely: 

“Thirty paces— fi.re upon the, count of- three^ — any' man, firing 
prematurely , to be shot ,by his seco,nds— duel can be, term.inated 
now by an apology, 'give,n: — or by mutual a,gTeement. It, can be 
ended later^a.fter an exchange of s.hots under the sara,e conditions 
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if no one is wounded. In the case' of a iiondatai. wound, the 
victor can declare his honor satisfied upon first Mood. If he does 
.not so declare, the duel must continue. Now shake hands and 
go to your places. And may God have mercy on your souls!” 

: Ross's eyes were red from lack of sleep. He had spent all of 
the remaining hours of the previous night, arguing with Tom, 
begging him to refuse to fight, pointing out that he had a wife 
and children, and that he was innocent. 

/In a way I am,” Tom had drawled. ”In another I ain't. I 
never had nothing serious to do with her, but it sure Lord wasn't 
because I didn't try. Besides, Lance slapped my face in front of 
all those men. You want me to play the coward?” 

Against such invincible stupidity, Ross was helpless. There 
was nothing more he could do. If his brother insisted upon dying 
for a sin he had not committed, Ross could only avenge him; 
that was all. Even that was not so simple as it looked. Avenge 
him against whom? Certainly Morgan was much more at fault 
in this matter than Lance — and he, himself, was perhaps the most 
at fault of all. If Tom died, who among them had murdered 
him? The hand that pulled the trigger? The woman who had 
tempted him with her body until he found himself standing 
almost guiltless in this fatal place? Or Ross Pary, his brother, 
who had done the thing for which now, he must die? 

The two men were standing facing eacli other now. The judge 
began his counting, 

”Oner 

Ross's hand tightened upon the butt of his own pistol. What 
if he were to fire? As a second, he could shoot only under a 
violation of the conditions laid down. They would hang him 
for murder — but what mattered that if he saved Tom? 

: : “Two!” ■ 

But Lance was his friend. And he had betrayed him. "He 
couldn't kill Lance — ^he couldn't. ... 

”Thr-~” 

The two shots made one -sound.' Ross saw Lance reel. A patch 
of red blossomed high, upon his left shoulder. Tom still stood 
there, unmoving. Ross raced over to: him; but while he was still 
yards away, Tom's knees .buckled very slowly, and he pitched 
forward on his face in the sand, 

Ross threw himself down . beside him and lifted his head into 
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his lap. Tom opened Ms mouth to say something, but he never 
got it out, for his words were drowned in a rush of blood. The 
ball had gone through his lungs, and he was drowning. He lay 
upon Rosses lap, coughing up blood in clots, his big, handsome 
face ' turning blue. It took him a long time to die, for he was a 
man of great strength. 

Ross eased his inert head back down upon the sand and stood 
up. His own clothing was drenched with his brother’s blood. My 
soul is covered with it, too, he thought; and I shall never be 
clean. . . . Then in one wild rush, he started toward Lance. 

But Dahlgren and Doctor Benbow bore him down. He straggled 
with them so fiercely, shrieking with rage, that Charles Dahlgren 
finally brought the barrel of his pistol down across his head. 

Lance stood there staring at his inert form. 

“Poor devil,” he murmured. “He was my friend. But this 
finishes that. In a way it finishes me, too. . . 

He looked past Ross to where Tom lay, sprawled out in one 
of those postures that have no counterpart in life, and shuddered. 

“Weil, gentlemen,” he said quietly, “shall we go?” 

When Ross regained consciousness he found Mmself on his own 
bed at Moonrise, and someone was bathing* Ms face. Then his 
eyes cleared and he saw his sister, Annis, sitting there beside him, 
bathing his face and crying. 

“Jennie?” he whispered. 

“Upstairs in her room,” Annis said. 

“How is she taking it?” Ross said. 

“Hard. She hasn't cried. Oh, Ross, what an awful thing it is 
not to' be able to ay.” 

Ross struggled to sit up. But the room reeled drunkeniy, and 
sledge hammers started pounding inside his' head. .He,. kept, 
trying it until at last he was upright, and then Jennie came into 
the room and .put her hand on his chest and. pushed him down 
.again. 

“No,” she said; “no more killing, Ross.” 

", “But—” ,R0SS bega.ii.. 

' “The only one who should die- for this,” Jennie said in a low 
voice, '“is Morgan, Ross. And she will die — but not by your hand. 
I won't have that Shell die ..in the fullness of time— by the hand, 
of God. ,. She stared past .him, out the window. “And it,-. will, 
be terrible dying." She will die very slowly, and^in such a fashion 



that she will beg for death long before it comes to her. But you: 
mustn’t challenge Lance. Promise. me that, Ross. Promise me!” 

' ‘‘All right/’ Ross said; “I proinise.’’ 

' / “Try to rest, Ross. Doctor Benbow thinks you might have a 
slight concussion.” 

' “So?” Ross said; “you think I should care about that?” 

“Yes. You're not a coward. Death is so easy, Ross. It would be 
ever so much easier for me. But there are the children. So I must 
live. And you, too, Ross — for they’re your flesh and blood, too. 
They must have some future.” 

“Yes,” Ross whispered; “they must.” 

He lay upon the bed looking at her, and he saw that her eyes 
were dead and her face was terrible. She got up very quietly and 
left the room, Ross turned to Annis. 

“Go to her, Annis,” he said; “don’t leave her alone. Ill be all 
right.” 

After Annis had gone, he lay upon the bed and tried to think. 
But his head ached damnably. He slipped after a time into a 
curious somnolence — a state halfway between sleep and wake- 
fulness. When he roused himself again, it was night. 

He sat up in the bed. His head ached dully, but the room no 
longer reeled. When he tried it, he found that he could stand. 
He dressed quickly and went down the back stairs and out into 
the stable and saddled Nancy. Then he started riding toward 
Finiten'e. 

She has lived long enough, he thought. Jennie is right — not 
Lance. Lance was the tool of circumstances; the unwitting instru- 
ment of the fates. But Morgan did this thing — ^with my help. 
With the help of my weakness, my cowardice, my lack of will. 
My part in it won’t go unpunished, because it will take its end 
from this. But she cannot be permitted to go on sowing destruc- 
tion to the winds and reaping her deadly harvests. Lance won’t 
be here tonight. After this morning he will be in need of com- 
forting, He’ll go to Connelly’s. Only I will be here— and Morgan. 
And that will be enough. 

As he rode through the high' gate, he noticed that the splintered 
top bar had neither been repaired or replaced. That was 'indica- 
' 'tive ^oLsomet^^ When a man- like Lance began to neglect his 
home, something had gone out of him. 
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■ He got down from the horse and tied her to the hitching rail. ' 
Then he went iip the curving stairs to the gallery and into the 
house where no servant waited and there was no sound* He moved 
surely up the stairway to Morgan’s bedroom, and just before:' 
he reached it, he heard her whimpering. 

He pushed open the door, and looked into her eyes. They were 
the eyes of an animal, senseless and glaring. She had a lock of 
her thick, black hair pulled down into her mouth and she was 
chewing it, slowly. 

Ross moved over to where she lay across the bed,' and when lie 
was close he saw that the back of her dress was lashed into ribbons 
and sticking to her. But she didn’t say anything. She lay there 
chewing the lock of her hair, and whimpering. 

Ross backed away from her, toward the door. The Hand of 
God, Jennie had said. This was a strange thing. God was seldom 
so prompt in dealing with the affairs of men. . . . 

As he went down the stairs again he was conscious of a feeling 
of relief. Wliat he had meant to do, he would have done more 
in sorrow than in anger — neither out of hatred nor of vengeful- 
ness; but because he was convinced of its necessity and now it 
seemed no longer necessary. 

The next three days were the ones that he tried afterwards not 
to remember. They were days of silence and of sad preparations. 
But they were over finally, and the burial ground at Moonrise 
held its first Pary. 

They were moving back up to the house, with David Martin 
and Ross supporting Jennie between them, when they saw a 
Negro riding toward them at a hard gallop. Ross didn’t know 
the man; but he did know the horse he rode; it was Satana, 
Morgan’s Mack mare. 

' The man pulled the mare up as he came up. to them and took 
off his ra^ed hat 

‘*Marse Ross,” he, quavered;. ''^Miz Morgan say you come right 
:now! There’s., been a accident .. 

. They all stood still, staring at the black. Even Jennie stopped 
..her helpless c.r)ing..., 
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' ' “An aeddentP’V Ross had a premonition. “What kind of^ an 
accident?*'. ■■ 

■; “Marse Lance/ suh. ,H^ tried to jump that there high gate 
agin— and -Prince didn’t' make it. Reckon he dead, siih;’ 

' Jennie’s fingers ■ tightened convulsively upon Ross’s arm. 

“She killed him!” she moaned. “Oh, Ross— she’s killed him 
tool” ' 

“No, Jen,” Ross said. “Lance was always Jumping Prince over 
that gate. And it was too high. I saw him miss breaking his neck 
by inches not so long ago, myself. Reckon Lance got ca.reiess’ — or 
he was overwrought. All right,” he said to the Negro, “tell your 
Mistress Fm coming.”: 

He 'did not push Nancy on the way. There was no hurry now. 
Whether he arrived late or soon would not help Lance Brittany. 
He wondered if subconsciously Lance had not pulled Prince up 
too soon, or held him back a little too hard. After the duel, there 
had: been a death wish in Lance’s eyes. A man like Lance did not 
kill himself knowingly; but he might easily become dangerously 
careless when life no longer m,attered. ... 

.He rode through the broken gate without half looking at it. 

■■ The top bar was shattered and the one below that was splintered 
a; little; he saw that. without looking at the gate but these details 
were , meaningless to him. Some of the Negroes were hitching a 
team; of .mules to Prince’s broken carcass, getting ready to .drag 
it away. 

.:He. went up the stairs .and into the hall. The doors of the dining 
■ room were, open and he could see Morgan standing there, .beside 
a blanket-wrapped object on the table. She was neatly dressed 
and her hair was combed' and her eyes were cool and steady and 
;::ahsdlute.ly griefless, Ross came into .the. dining ro^om and walked 
past 'her... 'and. stood !.ooki.ng -.down at the covered body of. .Lan.ce 
' ■Brittany.; Then.. he ..put out his hand .and drew the ;bla.nket 
off his face and looked at it. .Lance’s face was serene and 'quiet. He 
looked singularly peaceful. Even his eyes were closed. Were it not 
.for .;:the^.;. dreadful ';.ang.ie' that his head tilted toward his - left 
shoulder,. .it might. have been possible to believe he slept. . 

... ., .■;Ross turned toward. Morgan, his gaze filled with speculation, 

;.:■.. ...'Her .eyes,:, he saw,'. w utterly. peaceful, and O'-n her face was a 

'/deep'' and ':quiet.. 'smile,. '■;.;. ' 
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she said; '‘now we are rid of him, Ross. , Now you will 
marry me and well live here at Finiterre and be the happiest two 
people in the world.. . . , , 

Then, going up. on tiptoe, she kissed his mouth. 

Fils, hands came up and gripped her shoulders and hurled her 
away from him. She struck the table so hard that only the weight 
of Lance's massive, body prevented it from turning over. 

She lay back against it and the trapped animal look was back 
in her eyes. But only for a moment. Then they cleared., 

“Ross/' she whispered, “Ross . , .'V 

.Ross stared at her. He was trembling,. He had felt like this only 
once before and that was the time, they ' had come upon the 
bodies of their co,mpanioiis in Cuba, spread-eagled upright be- 
tween posts with their bellies ripped open.. The sickness was 
down inside of him so deep that he regretted. m,oment.ariIy that 
he could ,.iiot die of it. 

Fie opened, his mouth to scream at her, to call her— what? 
„And it came to hi,m that no epithet existed that was not pale and 
colorle.ss against the actuality of Morgan. 

She ca,me up from agai,nst the table and stood there looking 
at him, and Ross could see that her mouth was moist and parted, 
and that she was beginning to pant a little like a feline she- 
thing, and the sickness curled itself into a knot at the pit of his 
stomacli and stopped his breath. But he rammed his will down- 
ward out of the core of his heart into the nerves and muscles of his 
limbs and whirled away from her silent,ly^ and m.arched out of the 
room and did not stop until he came to the pla,ce ,w,here his mare 
waited. He mounted her and rode away from the house toward 
t,he twelve-barred, gate that had cost Lance. Brittany his life. 

He did not know what made him stop and look at it. He had 
the feeling that something was wrong with it, something he could 
discover if he used his eyes. But he could not see it. The top bar 
was broken on the left, precisely in the place that the forefoot that 
Prince always carried low in ' jumping, would have struck it 
Beneath it, on the bar below the top one, a yard-long splinter 
had been gouged out. That was all. But, he , couldn't shake the 
feeling that something was wrong with that gate; something he 
knew, something he had seen before. ■ 

He turned Nancy away from it and headed back toward, ,Moon- 
,. ,, f SokT-.-' 



rise* And when' he had ridden five hundred yards, it came to him* 
He yanked the mare around and came back toward the gate at 
"a gallop. Just before he reached it, he pulled her up, hard. 

V The splintered planking: of the topmost bar had the bright, 
dean yellow coloring of freshly broken wood. But the piece gouged 
out of the second' bar was old The broken place had weathered 
and turned brown from months of exposure to sun and rain. It 
had been knocked out of the bar months ago, almost a year ago, 
for he, himself, had seen it when it happened. Why, in the name 
of all that was holy, had the Negroes used the old planking when 
they repaired the gate? What sense was there in shifting this board 
downward to a lower position, when the bar below it had been 
untouched? His mind worked slowly, raggedly. 

To do that, they would have had to throw away a perfectly 
good bar, or change the places of the two bars so that the top 
one was intact while the second one was broken. Even so, it didn*t 
make sense; and Lance wouldn't have permitted it. There was 
enough already cut and seasoned lumber on the grounds to build 
a house, let alone replace a broken gate bar. 

Then quite suddenly, and with dreadful certainty, he knew 
what the Negroes had done — and at whose orders they had done 
it. All he had to do now to prove his thought was to count the bars. 
But he couldn't bring himself to do it. The broken place on the 
second bar was old. And Prince had carried liis left forefoot low in 
jumping, but not low enough to break through two bars at once. 
The second bar had been the top bar, and looking at it now, 
Ross Pary could see that the nails that held it in place were 
rusted. They had not been removed. The broken top bar had 
not been removed. Ail they had done was to — Pie started counting: 

“One, two, three, four, five— " It must be; it would be like her 
to think of this. 

“Six, seven, eight, nine, ten — “ I can't.' It would be too much— 
enormously too much. 

“Eleven, twelve— thirteen. ''"Thirteen bars on a twelve-barred: 
gate. Another bar— eight inches higher than the space that Prince 
had been able to clear at the top of his jumping form. Coming 
: up to the gate at a gallop, Lance' Brittany hadn't had time to count : 
the bars; There was no reason why he should have thought ' of 
counting the bars since he. was mot the one who had "given the 
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orders to make the gate higher* There it was. It was out mow.' 
Thirteen bars on a twelve-barred gate. And Morgan Brittany 
had murdered her husband. 

He sat there on Nancy, cold and sick with helpless rage. There 
it was, and there was absolutely nothing he could' do about it. 
He knew that he should go to the authorities, though the chance 
of their believing him in a case like this was slight. He, himself, 
with his brother dead at Lance's hands, would have a much better 
motive In their eyes for killing Lance than Morgan did. But it was 
not that which deterred him. It was rather, the belief that he 
should have disposed of Morgan himself, long ago — that as the 
unwilling partner in her crimes, he should have been the agent 
of just retribution. And he had muffed the chance. Now he would 
not do it—because he could not. ... 

He rode back toward Moonrise through a world turned gray, 
gone dead, where even the branches of the trees had a sinister 
life of their own. They seemed to pluck at him with ghostly hands. 
And the rising wind mocked him. 

'‘Coward!" it shrieked. "Fool and coward!" 

When he got back to Moonrise, he called Simon and Wallace 
and ordered them to pack his things — all his things — enough for 
a long Journey. Annis came into his room before they had 
finished, and stood there watching them. 

"You're going away," she said. 

"Yes," 

"For how long, Ross?" 

"I; don't know," Ross said. "Maybe a year — ^maybe forever." 

Annis looked at him, and her blue eyes misted over. 

"Wliat will we do, Ross?" she said tremulously; "what will we 

do without you?" 

,, "David can take care of the place," Ross said; "and youll be 
married to your Danton in another month." ■ 

. . "No," Annis said; "not in, another mouth, Ross. Em; going to 
wait E: year now^ — out of respect'for Tom. Danton won't like it; 
but I can't marry Mm now — I can't!" 

"I see," Ross murmured. "I think hell understand. He appears 
to be the right sort", 

"Youll write us,. .Ross?" 

"No," Ross said. ■' , " 



“NoP'V Armis echoed. “Why not?"' 

' Ross looked at her. 

/‘I want to forget this place/* he said heavily; “at least for a 
while. I want to make my heart whole again with other places — 
other scenes. Time dulls the edge of everything, Annis. When I 
can— if I can, I shall come back again. When Fve made up my 
mind about that — ^whether I shall return or not, Fll write you. 
Don*t worry, Annis — Tm going to be all right.*’ 

*1 think you will,” Annis said tensely, “as long as you’re away 
from her.” 

So it was that once again Ross Pary left the land of his fathers. 
He wandered for a year. He lived for varied periods of time in 
New York, Philadelphia, and Boston. By the end of that year, 
some of the pain had gone out of him; the twisted skeins of terror 
and shame and hurt had loosened their tentacles from around the 
walls of his heart, leaving him free to breathe again, to feel. . , . 

But what was left was emptiness, and a loneliness so great it 
filled his world. He endured it for some months longer; then 
he embarked upon a coastal steamer and got oif a few days later 
at Key West 

Cathy Linton saw him coming up the path to her uncle’s house 
and waited breathlessly for his approach. Then, when he was 
close, and she could see his face, certainty burst upon her like a 
great light, and she ran down the stairs, straight into his arms. 



Chapter n 


They rode in the cabriolet along the Ghamps-fiiysees in Paris 
until they came to the Place de la Concorde. Then they swung 
halfway around the square and turned into the Rue de Rivoli 
by the Tuileries. The Louvre lay some distance beyond, shaped 
like the letter Y with an arch between the prongs. 

'Xet's get out here/' Cathy said; “I want to walk under the 
trees/' 

“All right/' Ross said. 

He paid the driver and they got down. Then they started to 
walk under the chestnut trees in the Tuileries. It was late in the 
fall of 1857, silver gray. An old man sat on one 

of the benches, feeding the squirrels. The pigeons arched far out 
over the Place de la Concorde, banking together in the same 
smooth circle above tlie spire and across the Seine, then back over 
the Tuileries again. 

“I can get tickets for the Op^ra tonight,” Ross said. “Would 
you. like to go there?" 

; “No,” Cathy said miserably, “I want to go homel” „ 

„ “Home?” Ross said, “To Key West?” 

“No! To your Moonrise, silly! I*m sick of all this, , . /- 
. “Don't you .like Paris?” Ross said. ' 

. **No-— everybody speaks. French to me. Even you forget and do 
it sometimes. It's been a nice long honeymoon, darling— but it's 
lasted too long to my way of thinking. I'm tired of being a bride, 
Ross. Fd like to start^^ a wife. Fd like to manage your house 
and — ^and have a' baby. Why haven't we had a baby; Ross? We've 
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been married almost two years now. In three more months it will 
be two' years. Why haven't we?" 

'*God knows/' Ross said. 

He looked at Cathy. She was dressed in a black plush pelisse 
with beaver fur at the cufs and around the hem. The fur went 
straight aaoss the bodice above the breasts and over the shoulders 
and down the back to the waist, where it met in a vee. Cathy’s 
little black Iiat had ostrich tips, and was tied under her chin 
with a bow of green ribbon. Her dress was of green silk with 
lingerie collar and cuffs. On Cathy, the whole effect was very 
fetching. She was one of those women designed by nature to wear 
handsome clothes. The couturi^res delighted to see her enter 
their shops. Not only was Ross generous with her to a fault; she 
was a walking advertisement for their wares. Many another 
wealthy English or American woman was moved to ask her where 
she bought her clothes. Any shop that Cathy Pary frequented 
was sure to notice thereafter, a considerable increase in trade. 

There were many women in Paris much more beautiful than 
Cathy; but their very beauty tended to divert attention from the 
clothes they wore. Cathy's stark, exciting face, and the thin figure 
that the matchless cuisine of Paris had been able to add only a 
few pounds to, caught the eye and made it linger. Beauty, in itself, 
Ross mused, is after all commonplace — but you never forget a 
face like Cathy's. It’s not pretty; but it's anything but plain. It's 
so damned alive. 

Cathy smiled at him, and let her gloved hand rest lightly upon 
his arm. When she smiled, the freckles on her nose crinkled de- 
iightfuliy. 

‘'Can't we go home, Ross?" she teased; “can't we?" 

Ross frowned. 

Go home. Back to Moonrise standing on the Muff above the 
river under the oaks. Back to the smell of the camellias,, and the 
roads that were like tunnels of green lace under the overhang- 
ing boughs. Back to the sweep of blue sky- and rolling field/ and 
the dark voices singing in the sun. 

Back to where Finiterre brooded white and ghostly above the 
river. Back to where Morgan" is— Morgan the terrible, who can 
twist a man’s soul between the palms of her hands. . . , 

He felt something moving just below Ms heart — something like 
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pain/He hadn’t realized just how much he missed :his .home— 
how much he wanted and needed to be there. Besides, there was 
a job to be, done: ' now that Tom was dead, he could free his' 
slaves. H.e could, move the burden of that particular guilt from 
his vastly overburdened soul Hang Morgan, anyhow! Ever since' 
that day nearly eight years ago that she had stood there laugh- 
ing in the sunlight while the river rats beat him to a bloody hulk, 
she had had entirely too much influence upon , his life — all of it 
bad. He smiled suddenly, joyously, 

“Yes, Cathy,’’ he said; “yes— we’ll go home!” 

Then Cathy kissed him. 

They dined that night at a cafe in Montmartre, savoring their 
last night in Paris. Across the street from where they sat under 
the elms on the sidewalk, facing each other across the little table, 
there was a theatre. Ross could read the signs on the billboards 
from where he sat. 

“La Habanera!” they proclaimed, “the foremost Spanish 
Dancer of the World!” There was even a painting of La 
Habanera. In the dim glow of the street lights, it looked vaguely 
familiar. 

Cathy followed his gaze. 

“ Would you like to see her?” she asked. 

“No,” Ross said quickly. “No, Cathy, I wouldn’t.” 

“All right,” Cathy said. “Let’s just sit here. It’s ever so much 
nicer to sit here alone together.” 

“Yes,” Ross, said; “it is.” 

He was glad that Cathy did not ask him why he didn’t want 
to see the Spanish dancer. The memory of Conchita was a dull 
ache now, Wried under the passing years. He didn’t; want it 
awakened. It would do no good. to. revive it -now. If .they went 
into that theatre there would be the swift, fiery beat of Spanish 
music: again;, there would, be the patterned thunder of flamencos, 
and it would ,a,l!, come back again — the sight of her scampering 
up the fallen p,alin; the memory of the perfect legs in the swirl 
of skirts launching the classic grand jeU in a wild Cuban clear- 
ing; the sound of Pedro’s serenade on the ' three-stringed guitar. 
No, it was far, better like this. 

They sat there a long time after- supper, holding hands across 
the table and looking into each other’s eyes. And after a while the 
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doors: of 'tlie theatre across' the street opened and .the crowd 
poured out of it, , 

“My God, It’S' late!” Ross said; “we’d better get back to the 
hotel and get some sieep—we’re catching the early train for 
Cherbourg/’ 

“A little longer, Ross,” Cathy said softly; “it’s so nice here, . , /’ 

They sat there a little longer, and the street grew quiet again. 
Finally, regretfully, Ross stood up, and touched Cathy’s arm. She 
stood up too and they walked to the edge of the sidewalk, and' 
Ross lifted his cane to summon a cab. One of them turned toward 
them, the ancient horse slow-clopping toward the curb. Ross 
opened the door, and took Cathy’s arm. And it was at that 
moment that the Spanish dancer, La Habanera, came out of the 
theatre on the arm of Raoul Bergson, her manager, and saw him. 

She stopped dead, her long fingers gripping his arm. 

“What ails you, darling?” the manager said. “Have you gone 
mad?” 

“That man! That man! Oh Raoul! 1 could swear. . . 

“You could swear what?” Bergson said gruffly. 

Across the street Ross Pary lifted his head. 

“No,” she whispered; “the face is different. There is an im- 
mense difference about the nose. Still in spite of that he looks like 
him! Enormously!” 

“Like whom?” Bergson said tiredly. 

“Like a man I knew once — ^in Cuba. A man I was once in love 
with. The only man in truth that I have ever really loved. . . 

“There have been enough of them since, darling,” Bergson said. 
“Come on — you must rest. Tomorrow we go to Marseilles. , . 

The cabriolet bearing Ross Pary and bis bride clopped off in 
the direction of the right bank. The dancer stood there staring 
after it. 

“Could we not follow them, Raoul?” she said insistentiy; “per- 
haps they go to a hotel and I could discover . . 

..„; “No,” Bergson was brusque, '“This is a. great folly. ..Ma /oi, hot 
you have strange whims. . . 


Ross and Cathy reached New York City in January' of 1858, 
and lingered there for two months while Ross talked to the heads 
of various architectural firms. 
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you want to talk to all these men for?’^ Cathy com- 
plained; *1 want to, go' home/' 

■.‘^Business/' Ross said. 

;*But you have your own business, and .your plantation. I don.h 
.'see . , 

, .“Don’t worry your little head' about it/* Ross said. 

“But I have to,’* Cathy said, the color flaming in her cheeks, 
“What concerns you concerns me. The way it looks to me is that 
you're planning to move up Iierer* 

“I am,” Ross said. 

Cathy's gray eyes opened wide. She stared at her husband, and 
a' little tremble started at the com.er of her mouth. 

“You— you'd live up here among all these Yankees^ — ^after all 
that's happened?” she asked in astonishment. 

“Fm afraid weYe going to have to, Cathy,” Ross said gravely. 
“Fm ' going to be mighty unpopular in Natchez when I get 
through freeing my slaves . . 

Cathy's breath came out in a rush, audibly. 

“You're going to turn your niggers loose?” she said. 

“Yes, Cathy.” 

“Fm afraid I don't understand. ...” 

Ross came over to her and took her hands. He looked into her 
eyes sadly. 

“Twice in Cuba,” he said, “black men saved my life. While I 
was there, I was captured and beaten with a whip — the. way we 
sometimes beat Negroes. I was held like a slave' — kept, in order to 
furnish music for my — owners. So I know the other side of it, 
Cathy, honey. I know in my heart that no man has any, right to 
own another man, like a horse.” 

Cathy snatched her hands downward and away from his grip. 

“You do this and Fll leave youi” she said; ‘T won't be married 
to a .mail who’s a traitor to the SouthI” 

' .“Look, Cathy,” Ross said' gently; “Fm an American. I, don’t 
belong to any section — North, South, East,, or West. And I think 
that slaveholding shames our whole ■ nation. I think it's an out- 
moded barbarism without, any moral justification whatsoever.” 

Cathy looked at him. Then,, suddenly, she began to cry. 

“I thought I knew you!” she, 'sobbed; ■ “But I didn’t! You're as 
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bad .as: that' old, Jobn Brown who killed all .those people. out in 
Missotiri!"' 

' "“We geEtlemaEly Southerners killed a few, ourseives/’ Ross 
said ' drily. ‘It was way back in *fifty4ve that five tliousand South- 
erners invaded Kansas and took over the polls. And, if I remem- 
ber correctly, it was May twenty-fifth of ’'.fifty-six that John Brown 
and his men killed those five slavery men at Pottawatomie Creek 
-~^four days after we chivalrous Southerners had burned the free 
soil capitol of Lawrence to the ground— the same day that another 
Southern gentleman beat a small and frail Massachusetts Con- 
gressman almost to death with a gutta percha cane.' Or maybe you 
approve of Bully Brooks?” 

*'Oh, I hate you!”' Cathy sobbed. ‘‘Damn your ornery hide, I 
hate you I” 

Ross came up to her and put his arms about her, 

”It’s not our quarrel, Cathy,” he murmured. ‘M love you — and 
things will work out, . . 

“No, they won’tl And there’s going to be a war. Then which 
side will you be on, Ross Pary?” 

Ross sighed heavily. 

“I’m Sony you asked me that,” he said. “Truthfully, Cathy, 
I’ll be on the side that holds all men free and equal under God. 
I hope I can get you to see things my way before that happens. 
God knows I hope so. . . , 

“Never!” Cathy said. 

They reached Natchez in June, after a lengthy stay with Harry 
Linton in Key West, and two full weeks in New 'Orleans. Ross 
had been in no real hurry to get home. 

He started walking with Cathy up Silver Street, hoping to find 
a public conveyance to take them out to Moonrise once they had 
reached the upper town. But, before he was able to find any kind 
of a hack, he saw Henry 'Montdiffe driving toward, them in a. 
smart, two-handed rig, 

: ; ,,“Ross!t’. Henry '“Look at the prodigal!, Bless my soul, but 
you look fine!” He turned his gaze upon Cathy, and his dark eyes 
sparkled. 

Cathy looked at him, and in '-spite of herself, she smiled. This 
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one sure is handsome, she thought. Good-looking as Ross used 
to be: before his nose was broken — no, better-looking. Good bit 
of the devil in those eyes, "too. . . , 

‘'Who's the lady, Ross?" Henry said, 

"My wife," Ross told him. "Cathy, may I present my friend, 
Henry Montdiffe?" 

"Mighty proud to make your acquaintance, ma'am," Henry 
said. His voice at the moment, had a certain warmth to it. Nice 
little creature, he was thinking. Sort of homely — ^^but nice. Slim 
— lines like a racing filly's. The only trouble with the whole 
damned thing is that Ross hangs around home too much. But the 
smile upon his face when he turned to Ross was candid and clear. 

"Can I give you folks a lift, Ross?" he said. 

"We'd be mighty obliged," Ross said; "but we're going way 
out to Moonrise, and that's a pretty fair sized trip." 

"Think I'd let a little thing like that stop me?" Henry grinned. 
"Where are your valises? You must have some." 

"I left them at the sawmill," Ross told him. "Figured they'd be 
safe there. It was a mite too hot to lug them all the way up 
Silver Street." 

"All right, then," Henry said; "we’ll drive down there and pick 
them up first," 

"Don't bother," Ross said. "You're doing enough for us now, 
Henry. Besides, there are trunks, too — so I have to send a wagon 
out from Moonrise for them anyhow." 

"Tell you what," Henry said; “we'll pick up the valises— you'll 
need them right away. Then when we pass Laurel Hill on the 
way to Moonrise, 111 send some of my niggers after your trunks. 
That way, they'll be at Moonrise a heck of a lot quicker." 

' "Now really, Henry ..." 

"Don't mention it, Ross; don't you say a word. Glad to do it." 

He's nice, Cathy thought. He really is nice. And so handsome, 
too. I hope he comes to visit us sometime. . . 

"Do, you ever come out to Moonrise, Mister Mo:ntclifIe?" she 
asked him. „ 

"Well I haven't very much before," Henry laughed; "but I’m 
going to now. Got to solve the mystery. . . ■ 

"What mystery?" Cathy asked. ■ 
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, ''How come. a sweet little girl like you. went md married this, 
mashed-faced scoundrel/* Henry said 

‘*And when you*ve solved it?*’ Ross asked lightly.. 

*1 don’t know/* Henry said. ‘^Reckon I’ll try to steal her for 
myself— if she can be persuaded. What about it, ma’am? Could I 
persuade you to leave old broken nose?” 

Cathy looked at Ross, and a dangerous glint showed in her 
gray eyes. 

“Reckon maybe I could/’ she said quietly, “if he doesn’t behave 
better than he has these last few months. . . 

“Finel** Henry laughed; “Fll start working at it right away!” 

There was, Ross thought, an undertone in all this jesting that 
he didn’t like. It cut perilously close to truth. And if ordinarily 
he held husbandly jealousy an unworthy trait, insulting to his 
wife, and demeaning to himself, he could not deny that the rela- 
tionship between himself and Cathy had been showing signs of 
strain for a long time. The root of it was the fact that he did not 
love Cathy — a state of affairs difficult to conceal from any woman, 
and quite impossible to hide from anyone as intelligent as Cathy, 
More than one accidental remark of his, he suspected, had already 
sowed the seed of disaffection between them. He’d have to walk 
carefully. ... 

It came to him then that this, too, hadn’t worked out right — 
that so little in a man’s life ever did work out right. Who was to 
blame for that? Men who marshaled their affairs so stupidly, 
or the God who withheld from them the wit to arrange things 
better? 

“What on earth are you thinking about?” Cathy said. “You 
haven’t said a word for miles.” 

“God,” Ross said. 

Henry Montcliffe lifted his hand, and pointed his index finger 
at his temple, moving it about in a circle in the age-old symbol 
for insanity. Cathy smiled at him. 

“Sometimes I agree with you,” she said. 

Then they were rolling' up- the drive toward Moonrise' and 
Jennie was standing on the gallery waiting for them. 

Ross was surprised and pleased at how well kept the plantation 
looked:. '; Apparently/ Davi the overseer, had done ^ his 

work with uncommon thoroughness. They came to a stop before 



the house, and the Negroes swarmed about the rig, crying greet- 
ings, and reaching up to take the baggage. 

Ross kissed the cheek Jennie offered him, and turned to Cathy. 

, ‘'This is Jennie, Cathy,** he said. . 

“Welcome home, Cathy/* Jennie said softly, and took the 
slim girl in her arms. 

“Where are the twins?** Cathy said; “I’m just dying to see 

them!” 

“Upstairs. Come on in. You, too, Henry— if you like.** 

“No*in,/* Henry smiled. “Reckon 1*11 be getting along back to 
Laurel Hill. Be seeing y*alL , . .** 

“ *Bye/* Cathy said, and put out her small, freckled hand. “It 
was nice meeting you. . . .** 

“The pleasure was all mine, ma*am,** Henry said. “So long, 
Ross. Fll be out to see you — some night when you ain’t at homel’* 

Then he turned the pair away from the house and moved off 
down the drive. 

“He*s channing,** Jennie said. 

“Yes, he is,** Cathy agreed. 

“He*s going to make a charming corpse,** Ross said grimly, “if 
he isn’t carefulT* 

“Oh, you!** Cathy laughed, and gave his arm an affectionate 
squeeze. 

They moved upstairs to the bedroom. Inside, little Peter and 
Annis were playing cheerfully upon the floor. It came as a shock 
to Ross to realize they were now almost seven years old. 

Cathy picked up little Annis, a blonde cherub, with chubby 
pink cheeks. She sat down, holding the child on her lap, and little 
Peter stopped his game of toy soldiers and climbed up beside 
her. Suddenly, helplessly, Cathy started to cry. ' 

“What’s the matter, dear?**, Jennie said. 

“I — I want a baby so muchl** Cathy sobbed; “and it looks like 
well never have any!**' ■ 

,'/■ “That’s the will, of God/* Jennie said gently. “But you can help 
me with these all . you want to— and believe me, you*ll have your 
hands full!** 

Ross turned sadly away ' from his wife, and, as he did so his 
gaze fell upon the might table -beside, Jennie’s bed. There was 
a pipe upon it— half full of tobacco ash. Jennie saw his astonished 
look and smiled. 
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'^David and, I have been mamed a month,’” she said. *lt was 
better that way* The children needed a father. And .with their 
uncle forever away from home: they were getting a little undis- 
ciplined, I— I hope you approve, Ross,” 

, /I do/' Ross said heavily. ^Dave's a fine man. There's only o-rie 
question in my mind, Jen — do. you love him?” 

respect him,” Jennie said. “It's a great comfort to be mar- 
ried to a man who always comes home at night. . . 

“Still thinking of that, eh? By the way, how're Annis and 
Danton making out?” 

Jennie's face was very still. 

“They aren't,” she said. 

“They aren’t?” Ross echoed blankly. “Why not, Jen?” 

“They were never married. After you left — Morgan started com- 
ing here asking after you. I told her I had no news of you, but 
she kept coming — I’m sorry, Cathy — ^you have no cause for con- 
cern. Ross never loved Morgan; it was the other way around. . . 

“Thanks, Jen,” Ross said. 

“And I thank you, too,” Cathy said impishly; “I don’t think 
he'd look very pretty with his eyes scratched out on top of that 
broken nosel” 

“Don’t mind her,” Ross said brusquely. “Tell me what hap- 
pened. . . 

“She met Danton, of course. And you know Morgan. Danton 
is a very handsome boy; she just had to have Mm on her string,” 

“And she got him,” Ross said grimly. 

“The funny part about it is I don’t think so. Danton came 
here aftenvards and begged me to intercede for him wdth . Annis. 
He swore by the Virgin and on the honor of his mother that he 
was innocent. I believed him, Ross; but Annis— didn’t. She gave 
him back his ring and broke the engagement. He pleaded with 
her. He wrote her— he came again and again; but Annis simply 
.. ■ said:: ;‘That, woman killed my ..brother. She’s, poisonous. : I don’t 
want anything her lips have touched.’ ” 

“She compromised him,” Ross said; “she arranged something- 
something that would look worse than it was ” 

“Yes,” Jennie said, “Out, of. spite. Out of pure wickedness— be- 
cause she wanted to hurt you, I reckon,” 

“And Annis?” Ross said/- 



‘*She’s upstairs in her room. She vowed she*d never leave this 
house again. She hasn*t, Ross — ^and it's been over two, years. . .■ ■ 

‘Toull excuse me, Cathy?''- Ross said; and started .for the door. 

Cathy said; 'I'm coming with you. The poor thingl 
What she needs is a woman to talk some sense into her head.” 

“It won't do any -good, Cathy,” Jennie warned; 'Tve tried it 
myself.” 

The face of his sister shocked him. Annis had, always been a 
very pretty girl, and now she was- lovely. But the loveliness was 
not of this world. It was ■ wan, dreamlike, ethereal. It was a 
spiritual loveliness, born of resignation — of acceptance. 

, “Annis — •” Ross said. , . 

“Ohi” Aiinis said. Then; “Ross — ^you're back. I’m glad.” 

But there was no gladness in her voice, nor surprise either. 
There was nothing in her voice. It was dead. 

By Ms side, Cathy stared at her sister-indaw pityingly. 

“Poor thing!” she murmured. 

“Look, Annis,” Ross began. 

“I know,” Annis said quickly; “you're going to tell me I'm very 
foolish to stay here like this. You're right. I am.” 

“Then why in the name of heaven — ” ' 

“Because I can't help it,” Annis said, 

“Why can't you help it?” Cathy said. “Why can't you, Annis?” 

Annis stared at her. ' 

“Who are you?” she said. 

“Your sister-in-law. Ross's wife. My name is Cathy.” 

“Cathy?” Annis said. “Cathy. I like that. It's a pretty name.” 

“Oh, God!” Ross .groaned. 

Annis smiled at' Mm gently.. 

“You think Fm mad, don't you, Ross? You're' right. I am — a 
little.” 

“You can't do this,. Annis!” Ross, said;, “You,, .can't stay here like 
this! You're young andiovely. and >■ . . - 

“I have to, Ross,”; Annis said. '“You see,-,he was never here. In 
this rO'Om I mean. He was everywhere else.. We rode together 
all over the plantation- 'and all through Natchez and most every- 
where else around here. When I go. out it reminds me. The trees 
remind me— the flowers, thC' river.' Everything reminds me — so I 
can't go out. You.'s-ee?.''., ■ 
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: ‘‘No/' Ross said' gru%;' ‘1 don’t 

/‘Oh, Ross/’ Cathy .whispered;, “take, me out of .here! Fm going 
to cry and I don’t want her to see it. . . 

“All right,” Ross said. “Ill come back later to talk to you, 
Annis.” 

“Do,” Annis said. “’Bye, Cathy.” 

“ ’Bye!” Cathy choked. Outside in the hall, she, fell against ' 
Ross, sobbing. 

“Oh, Ross,” she wept; ’liow could she? What a terrible tliiiigl” 

“The woman who did this,” Ross said, “is terrible. Come now, 
we’d better go down again.” 

They came down into the dining room where Jennie was fixing 
supper for them with the aid of several slaves. 

Just after they had sat down to supper, David Martin came 
into the house. He saw Ross sitting there, and his dean-cut face 
reddened with embarrassment. But Jennie got up and kissed him 
quickly. 

“It’s ail right, dear,” she said; “Ross knows — ” 

“And approves,” Ross added, and put out his hand. 

David took it, grinning boyishly. 

“Thank you, sirl” he said; “I’m mighty glad — that worried 
me a whole lot. Kind of reckoned you’d think I’d aimed too 
high ” 

“The man who doesn’t aim high is the one who’s not worth 
his salt,” Ross said. “Cathy, I want you to meet David Martin, 
formerly my associate — ^and now a member of the family. . . . 
David, this is Cathy, my wife.” 

“Mighty happy to make your acquaintance, ma’am,” David 
said. “Your husband’s a fine man. Everybody hereabouts re- 
spects him.” 

“They won’t any more,” Cathy said tartly, “if he doesn’t give 
up some of his foolish ideas , , 

They all looked at Ross inquiringly. 

“I didn’t mean to bring it up so soon,” he said; “but now 
that Cathy’s mentioned it, I might as well. Look David, would 
you and Jennie consider selling me the Negroes that Tom left 
you?” 

Jennie looked at her husband then back at Ross. 

“He didn’t leave us: any, Ross,” .she said. “He left everything 
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to you with the provision that you'd keep me and the children 
here as long as you were able' to. . . ' 

“I see,*' Ross said. *ln a way that simplifies things— and in 
another way it doesn't. ...” 

”You*re planning to sell the place, sir?” David asked. '“If you 
are, Fve got a good idea. Last year the lumber mill made more 
money than the plantation. It's going great' guns. Now if you'd 
let me buy into that, Fd be mighty beholden to you.” 

“That does it I” Ross said, “Heck, Dave — Fll sign the mill over 
to you and Jen. And you can stay here at Moonrise^ — ^without 
working the place, Fm going to sell most of the land except that 
right around the house anyhow.” 

Jennie stared at him. 

“Why, Ross?” 

“Because,” Cathy said flatly, “he plans to set the niggers free.” 

Oddly enough, it was David who recovered first. 

“Well, sir,” he said, “you're within your rights; but you sure 
picked the wrong time to do it I” 

“He's not within his rights,” Cathy said hotly; “not now. To do 
such a thing would be giving aid and comfort to the enemyl” 

Jennie looked at her and her mouth tightened, 

“A lot of great men have agreed with Ross about slavery, 
honey,” she drawled, “Thomas Jefferson, for one. He called it 
an 'insufferable crime,' and freed his Negroes. George Washing- 
ton directed that his be freed at the death of his wife or his 
daughter, I don't remember which. , . 

“I don't believe it!” Cathy said. 

“That's always the refuge of those who don't like to face facts, 
Cathy,” Ross said gently, 

Cathy stood up, her fingers gripping the tablecloth. 

“I don't care!” she cried. “Niggers were meant by God to be 
slaves! And until He comes down to earth and tells me different, 
Himself, 1 won’t believe it!” Then she whirled and ran away 
from them, up the stairs. , 

“You have got something on your hands, Ross!” Jennie re- 
marked drily. ■' 

“I have, ".Ross admitted ruefully,' “I really have.” 

In a matter of weeks, he discovered exactly how much he did 
have on his hands; for, when he applied to the courts for per- 
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mission to free his blacks and transport them to Liberia, the 
storm that broke about his head was of a ferocity that , even he had 
not anticipated. 

Men called at his house to argue, to threaten. His friends tried 
to point out to him the folly of the whole thing; strangers, and 
mere acquaintances were openly abusive. , Within the space of 
three weeks he received twenty-one challenges. He refused, them 
all. 

The worst of it was the fact that Cathy would not speak to 
him at all — not even to make the simplest request. She added to 
his burdens by refusing to wear the riding dress he had bought 
her, and galloping about in one of his own habitS; which she 
had cut down and made over, riding astride like a man, with 
a little cigar stuck in her teeth to the great scandal of the whole 
countryside. 

The lower courts denied permission. The State law, they de- 
clared, dearly denied a man the right to free his NegToes under 
any conditions whatsoever. 

Ross called his Negroes up to the gallery of the house and told 
them the bad news. 

”What you gonna do now, Marse Ross?'’ Brutus rumbled. 
“Gonna let them folks lick you — or you gonna fight?” 

“I’m going to fight, Brutus,” Ross said quietly. “This is the 
right thing — I’m going to fight.” 

He took the case to the higher courts down in Jackson. And 
this, of course, had certain consequences. For while he was absent, 
Morgan returned after a long absence from Finiterre. She rode 
like a queen out to the house. And one of her fust visitors was 
Henry Montclife. 

“Heard about Ross Pary?” he said. “Damn fool is fighting like 
iiell to'' free his niggers. The whole neighborhood is up in arms 
; over 'it. Me’n’ Henry^ Metcalfe and Levin Marshall talked some 
,of :„the. boys out of, riding over there and burning his ho'use— 
,,;pointed out' to them that Tom’s, wife and' kids had nothing, to 
do with it, and they’d.be the ones to sufier most,” ' . 

“That was sweet of you,” Morgan drawled; “'Ho,, I hadn’t' heard. 
I didn’t even know he was back.”' ' 

“Yep. Came back all right., Brought the cutest little filly with 
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him I ever did see. Got the lunniestdooking little lace, freckled 
ail over like a setter pup — ' 

'"Big mouth. Chestnut hair. Thin.'. . 

*‘How the devil did you know, Morg?” 

“Cathy™'’ Morgan whispered; “Cathy Lintonl So he married 
her!” And the fury was there now, in her black eyes. 

“Yep,” Heniy grinned, “sure Lord did. It aggravates me, Morg. 
’Cause that liF gal’s done given me the itch so bad. . . 

“The itch?” Morgan said, looking at him narrowly, “what kind 
of an itch, Henry?” 

*1 want her,” Henry said huskily. “Goddamn my black soul 
tO' hell, I want herl” 

“So?” Morgan mused. “So little Cathy’s interesting, eh?” 

“Fli say she isl You should see her — ^rides astride like a man, 
and can take jumps that nobody in his right mind would even 
attempt. She does it standing up in the stirrups with a little cigar 
stuck between her teeth. Brother! I’ll bet she’d burn a man up! 
Damn her skinny little soul, she fair sets me wild. . . 

“Hmmmn,” Morgain said. Then suddenly, startlingly, she 
started to laugh. And the whole room rang with her laughter. 

Henry stared at her. 

“What’s got into you, Morg?” he said morosely. 

“Nothing! Nothing much, anyhow. It’s just that I have a 
wonderful idea. Come here, Henry darling, and give me a kiss.” 

Henry grinned at her, 

**Sure thing, honey child!” he said, 

“That,” Morgan said a few moments later, “was payment in 
advance.”' 

“For what?” Henry said. 

“For Ross Pary’s wife. Fm going to give her to you,” Mor- 

"gan said. ^ 

Cathy woke up that morning, and stared at the empty place 
beside her. For Ross, as usual, was away at ' Jackson, fighting 
his case. 

“Damn him!’^ she said aloud;, “Oh, damn him, damn him, 
damn Mm!” 

Looking out of the window, ■ she saw that it was, "late — ^much 
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later . than she usuaily awakened, so she dressed hurriedly and 
.went.downstairs into. the dining. room. She ate her skimpy break- 
last alone, , for the Martins had long since had theirs. Then 
she . went out , on the gallery, wondering , w.hat on earth she 
was going to do. 

' **Oh;heck!'' she said fretfully, '‘reckon 111 go riding again , . 
But as she turned to go back into the house and change 
into her mannish riding habit, she sa%v someone coming up the 
drive. She waited quietly, and when the rider was close, she 
saw that it was a woman. The most beautiful woman, she was 
certain, that she had ever seen, in all her life. 

“How do you do?“ the woman said. Her voice, Cathy noted, 
was low, rich, thrilling. “You must be Cathy. . . 

“I am,“ Cathy said. “Who are you?” 

“Morgan.” 

“Oh!” Cathy said. 

“I can see youVe heard of me,” Morgan laughed. Her laugh 
was as dear as spring water, as unsullied as a child’s. “Terrible 
things, no doubt?” 

“Yes,” Cathy said; “terrible things. They aren’t true, are 
they?” 

Morgan swung down from Satana. 

“Why do you ask that?” she murmured, 

“Because looking at you, I don’t believe them,” Cathy said. 
“You don’t look like a wicked woman.” 

Morgan slipped a firm arm about Cathy’s waist and leaning 
forward, kissed her cheek. 

“Thank you for that, Cathy, dear,” she said. “It’s sweet of 
you.” 

“Are they?” Cathy demanded. 

“Why yes,” Morgan smiled, “as a matter of fact, they are. 
I’m just as wicked as people say I am. No — ^wickeder.” 

“Well I’ll be damned!” Cathy said helplessly. 

“You’re a charming girl,” Morgan said “We’re going to be 
great friends, aren’t we, Cathy?” 

Suddenly, impulsively, Cathy smiled at her. 

“Why, yes we are,”' she said “Damned if I don’t like you, 
Morgan. Come on in the house,” 

“I can’t,” Morgan said;- -“I have only:' a minute. I node- over 
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to invite you over to my place tonight, I know Ross isn't ' here, 
and you . must get lonely/* 

.'.‘1 do/* Cathy said. . . 

*Then you'll come?" 

*''Yes/'* Cathy said, /111 come." 

"Don't tell Jennie. She doesn't approve of me. Just say you're' 
going riding, 'Bye now." 

" 'Bye, Morgan," Cathy said. 

That night, out at Finiterre, Cato admitted her with a pro- 
found bow. 

"Miz Morgan say you come upstairs," he 'said; "she in her 
bedroom." 

Cathy climbed the stairs, and stood looking at the doors; 
then Morgan came out of one of them and took her arm. 

"Come in, Cathy!" she said. "Oh, I'm so glad to see you. 
Sit down — have a glass with me." 

The goblets were huge, bell-shaped affairs. They'd hold a 
mighty heap, Cathy reckoned; but a mood of recklessness was 
upon her. 

"Don't mind if I do," she said. 

Morgan poured the goblets full of ancient, potent brandy— a 
liquor that Cathy had never tasted before in her life. Before 
she had it half down the room was beginning to swing about 
her head in circles. 

"Another?" Morgan said softly. 

"God, no!" Cathy gasped; "I feel awfull" 

"Excuse me a moment/' Morgan said; "111 get you some- 
thing for that" 

She was gone a long time. Then the door opened again, and 
Cathy looked up. Butvit was not Morgan who stood there. It 
was a man, A tall man* — Henry Montcliffe. 

"Cathy . , /' he whispered thickly, "my little Cathy. . . 

/ "What do you want?" "Cathy said. , 

: "‘You," Henry Montcliffe -said.' . 

Then he was bending above her, searching for her mouth. 
His breath was heavy with liquor, and Cathy 'turned her head 
away from him. His hands came down upon her shoulders. Cathy 
felt herself being borne over backward, then lifted, and thrown 
down across the bed, hard. His big hand was among her skirts, 
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hot upon the flesh of her tWgh. And it' came to Cathy then^ that 
she had been tricked. Then the rage rose in her and'' beat about 
her temples. It cleared away the fumes of the brandy. 

She brought her knees up until they crowded ■ against her 
small breasts, and kicked out with both feet. They caught 
Henry Montcliffc full in the belly and sent him over backward. 
Then she came up off the bed, fast, and picked up the lamp 
from the night table. Fortunately for Henry it was not lit. ShC' 
lifted it in both hands and brought it down upon his head. It 
broke into pieces, being made of china, and the blood and the 
kerosene mingled in curious streams on his face. 

When Morgan, attracted by the noise, came back into the 
room she was already gone, scurrying down the stairs and out 
into the night. 

Morgan stood there looking down at Henry Montcliffe, groan- 
ing on the floor. Then clearly, delightedly, she began to laugh, 
'*That Cathy!” she said. “A girl after my own heart!” 



Chapter iS 


'‘Ready, Brutus?*’ Ross said. 

“Yassuh, Marse Ross, we’s ready.” 

Ross looked at the boy, Numa, a proud stripling now — almost 
as tail as his father, and at black Rachel, grown a little heavier 
with the years, which made her look all the more like a queen. 
They were the last. All the other Negroes were gone. He felt a 
momentai7 anger at the method he had had to use to free them, 
linally— slipping them off by twos and threes to the wild, wooded 
country north of Finiterre. But after tonight he could breathe, 
for Brutus and his family were the last. 

He had won his case in the Supreme Court finally, won it 
months ago. Through the uproar of men cursing and waving 
their canes and threatening to lynch Ross Pary, the Judge had 
handed down the decision that although the State law forbade 
the freeing of Negroes, it had been designed to prevent the 
increase of free blacks within the borders of the state, and since 
the plaintiff Ross Pary had declared his intention of removing 
the Negroes to Africa, the law hardly applied in this case. 

That should have been all of it, but it wasn’t. For, when in 
the fall of 1859, Ross Pary returned to Moonrise, determined 
to carry out his own wishes in the matter, he found himself 
faced with the threat of physical violence at the hands of men 
who had been his neighbors and his friends. 

He and Cathy got down from the carriage to find the front 
yard filled with a crowd of more than a hundred men. The 
men parted and let tliem through until they reached the 
gallery. Then Ross turned and faced them. 
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,:^**W:eIl, ,geBtiemen?^ Ross .said. 

:':A. bea?y .set man* w.hom Ross recognized as .Aiitiiony Niven, 

an npriver planter, stepped forward. 

■ ,.‘Tary,'' he said* ‘Wre here to tell yon that if yon. set those 
niggers free, weYe going to stop yon. We"ll stop yon peacefully 
if we.can, Yause we haven’t a thing against you personally. You’ve 
been a good planter, and a good neighbor, 

, **Bnt, right now, the future of the South’s at stake. Them black 
Republicans are gaining power every day. Let them seat a man 

■ in the White House and it’ll mean war. Things like this only help 
them out. So, Fary, if we have to, well use force. . . 

He paused, looking around him at the other men, 

*'We’re prepared,” he said heavily, ‘Yo hang or shoot eveiy 
nigger what attempts to leave this place — and you with ’em, 
if you. oger resistance. That’s all, Pary; I’ve had my say. You’ve 
been warned.” 

Cathy could see Ross stiffen, and she laid a restraimiig hand 
upon his arm. But he took a step forward, his blue eyes cold as 
ice, and just as hard. 

‘All right, Niven,” he said; “you’ve had your say, now I’ll 
have mine, I see before me a fine example of Southern chivalry, 
and of Soutliern courage. It took an immense amount of bravery, 
didn’t it, for a hundred of you to ride up here to tell one man 
what he must do. 

“I’ve always wondered why dogs and jackals travel in packs; 
now I know . . 

Cathy could see the rage flaming in their eyes, but Ross went 
on unperturbed. 

“You say youll kill my blacks, and kill me, too, .if I persist. 
Very well. I’ve always been prepared to die for what I believe in. 
That’s not the question. The question is — are you? For, my dear 
Niven, if you force me to it, I shall arm, my Negroes and meet 
fire with fire. And I make you my solemn promise befo,re the God 
I serve, that I shall make- sure .that you arid the other five or six 
ringleaders Yn this business do not leave the field alive. Now if 
you want to„prevent me from doing what the courts of this State 
'-■and. the laws of the land have given .me a perfect right'.to d.o.,.go 
ahead; but damn your filthy souls, to hell, be prepared to take the 
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He turned then, and marched with Cathy on his arm into the 
house. And Cathy and Jennie waited anxiously for a half an 
hour while the men milled about outside and muttered threats. 
Then, finally, they rode away. 

On the first of October, Ross began removing the Negroes 
from the place. At Jennie's plea, he did so secretly, to avoid con- 
flict. A wagon load of small faggots moved northward in broad 
daylight; but under the twigs, and small branches, ten Negroes 
lay. The blacks slipped by twos and threes every night, and hid 
in the woods north of Finiterre. Many bales of cotton, each con- 
taining a man, were carried down to Ross's steamboat landing, 
and a vessel took them away, landing them about fifty miles below 
New Orleans. 

The few Negroes left sang and talked loudly in the quarters, 
and round about Moonrise, the men watching at the fires got tired 
of waiting. 

‘'He's given up," they said; "we've got him licked." 

And now, finally, upon this October night, 1859, Ross Pary 
and Brutus and Rachel and the boy, Numa, climbed down the 
bluffs before Moonrise, and got into a skiff. The men watching 
around the plantation had not thought of this. 

Brutus and Numa took up the oars, and the skiff moved north- 
ward, against the current. There, four miles above Finiterre, the 
steamboat waited, commanded by a man who had expressed 
his willingness to sail pine knots into hell, if paid enough. 

He already had steam up. Ross and the last of his slaves came 
aboard, and the sternwheels threw white water. The smoke stood 
up from the stacks, blacker than the night itself, and the Missis- 
sippi shore slid backward slowly. 

At Biloxi, a vinegary Maine captain, who had decided ideas 
Upon the subject of human slavery, waited with his ship. He had 
already taken on a consignment, bound for the Mediterranean; 
but .he was willing to make a detour of some hundreds of miles 
to landrhe blacks on the West African Coast. When, six months, 
.before, the case had already become a nztion^ cause ceUhre, 
Captain, Benton had written Ross and offered his services. 
Through: the mail and in strictest privacy, the arrangements 
had' bee,n .made. ■ 

; So it was that now Ross Pary stood on the deck of the 
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with his people clustered about him. The younger children were 
laughing and playing, but most of the older blacks were in 
tears. They all knelt upon the deck while Ross said a prayer for 
th-eir safety^ he started down the ladder to the little boat 
that would take him ashore, and they aowded about Mm crying 
and kissing his hands, Ross wept, too, and he was not ashamed 
of it. Then as he moved off from the ship, Rachel started to 
sing . something. It was a spiritual, but Ross had never heard 
dt before. And one by one the other voices took it up until they 
were all singing it. The words rolled out over the water, thun- 
derously deep on the basses of the men, and angel-sweet in the 
women’s high soprano tones. 

Straining his ears through the splashing of the oars that bore 
him toward Biloxi, Ross could just make out some of the words. 

‘‘Before I’ll be a slave,” the Negroes sang; “111 be buried in my 
grave, 

and go home to my Lord, and be free!” 

“Amen,” Ross whispered, watching the smoke come up from 
the Augusta*s single stack, amid the forest of her masts and 
cording, “Amen!” 

And the Augusta stood out to sea. 

He got back to Natchez on the afternoon of October i6th, 1859 
— the very worst day he could have chosen to come home, David 
and Jennie and Cathy were at the landing waiting for him in a 
landau with a pile of lap robes on the floor between the seats. 

“Quick,” Cathy said urgently; “lie down on the floor! Get under 
the robes!” 

Ross stared at her. 

“Why?” he said; “what’s all this foolishness about, Cathy?” 

“Do as I say!” she snapped. “They’ll kill you!” 

“Who’ll kill me?” Ross asked patiently. “Whom do you want 
to hide me from?” 

“The people,” Jennie said; “Ross, today that old fool John 
Brown raided Harpers Ferry in Virginia in order to start a 
nationwide slave uprising. The people are pretty excited— and 
they know you’ve freed your blacks by mow. That' man Niven 
came back yesterday and found the quarters empty and you gone. 
Oh, Ross, they might kill you! They really might!” 
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*1 see/’ Ross said. Then, '*Dave, take the girls home.” 

■ ‘Took, Ross,” David began. 

“Do as I sayl” Ross thundered; ‘1 don’t sneak into town under 
a blanket— not even to save my life.” 

“I knew he’d say that!” Cathy wept. “Oh, you big,' stupid 
jackass — I don’t want you killedl”- 

“And I thought so too,” David said, “that’s why I had a 
nigger I borrowed from Finiterre follow us ' on Nancy. He’s 
waiting over there. You got a gun, Ross?” 

“Yes,” Ross said; “I have a gun.” 

“Then you better ride like hell,” David said. 

“Thanks, Dave,” Ross said. 

“Oh you fool!” Cathy sobbed; “you damned, stupid fool — 
haven’t you brought me sorrow enough already?” 

“Reckon I have,” Ross smiled. “Maybe, now, you’ll be rid 
of me. . . .” 

“But I don’t want to be rid of you, darling!” Cathy wept; “I 
don’t wan — ” But Ross stopped her protests with his mouth. 
Then he was off, running toward where the black waited with 
Nancy. He mounted and started up Silver Street; but, to their 
astonishment, he rode very slowly. 

“Oh my God!” Cathy said; “he’s too damned stubborn to even 
run!” 

David Martin pulled at the reins and they started off after 

him. 

“Maybe he’s right, Cathy,” he said; “to come pounding through 
Main at a gallop might attract too much attention.” 

Ross had thought of that, so he rode slowly, quietly through 
the crowds. Nobody noticed him until he was almost out of 
town. Then Tony Niven reared up his great bulk and thundered: 

“There’s one of the same kind! There’s that damned nigger- , 
loving Pary right now!” 

The men started forward at a rush, and Ross pulled his 
revolver out and sat on Nancy, waiting. 

“I’m not running, men,” he said quietly; “I don’t' want to 
kill any of you; but, by heaven, I will if I have to.” ' 

, They hesitated. Tony Niven danced up and down with fury. 

“Don’t let 'Mm buffalo you, men!” he bellowed; “he can’t 
■killusalll” ■ ' 
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Instead of answering, Ross brought the revolver up and sent 
a shot crashing into the earth exactly between Niven's wide- 
spread feet The . bullet plowed up the earth, splattering it over 
his boots. 

Ross said pleasantly, reining Nancy to one side as he 
spoke until she moved in upon Niven; “but I can kill you, Niven. 
And it would be a pleasure, believe me. Now tell your friends 
to move aside and let me through, or youll get it right where it’ll 
do you the most good. I can scarcely miss from here.” 

- Anthony Niven stared at him, Ms beet-red face paling. 

“You win, this, time,” he said; “but I demand satisfaction. 
You’ll meet me at Vidalia tomorrow!” 

' “Gladly,”. .Ross smiled; “I have the choice of weapons, of 
course?” 

Niven hesitated. Supposed the damned fool chooses rapiers, he 
thought. Anthony Niven was notorious for his clumsiness. ' 

“What’s the 'matter, Tony?” some' one in the crowd called. 
“Scairt?” 

“You have your choice,” he said huskily. 

Ross smiled at Mm. 

“Bowie knives,” he said gently; “over a handkerchief at three 
paces, our left arms to be bound together. Good day, gentle- 

,men.”,.,,' 

Tony Niven stood there, sweating. He could see those lashing 
blades now, feel thC: rope biting into his left wrist. And, this 
Pary, damn Mm, he thought, is tMn as a sidewinder and just as 
quick. Hell, he’d slash me to ribbons while , I was getting set, . > . 

. ' 'So thinking, he Jerked Ms revolver out, and sent a.bullet whin- 
ing a scant half inch, above Ross's head. Then Ross turned in 
the saddle and ' shot Mm. The ball caught Niven, in the fleshy 
part of the right arm, breaking the bone. But out of pure terror,' 
he spun and fell so convincingly that all the others thought, him 
dead. 

They started, shooting ,at' Ross; he ..Eattened' himself out. along 
Nancy’s, neck, a.nd...rode like" hell, wM'le the, men: in the;, 
scattered, bolting toward their 'horses, and a moment later they 
were pounding through Main. 'Street after Mm, slashing their 
horses’ flanks with whip and'spur, leaning forward, .standing in 
the stirrups. 
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Ross came out of the town on the road that led toward Moon- 
rise and riniterre. But that was a bad thing, for to take refuge 
in his own house would only endanger it and those who lived in 
it. Those men riding hell for leather behind him meant business. 
They were not wasting their ammunition by trying the difficult 
feat of trying to shoot, him from the saddle at a gallop. No, they 
meant to corner him like a rat, and deal with him at their 
leisure. ... 

He’d have to turn off the road, make a break for it through 
the brush, lose himself among the trees. Here, a good chance of 
that existed; but he wanted to put a bend of the road between 
himself and them before he turned off, hoping to confuse them 
even momentarily. 

But as he rounded the curve leaning far over toward the 
inside sweep of it so as not to upset Nancy’s balance, he almost 
crashed headlong into a rider coming from the opposite direction. 
He had barely time enough to yank Nancy’s head savagely into a 
tighter turn, and leap her over the ditch into the high brush. 
But as her feet came down, he turned in the saddle and saw 
that the rider was Morgan Brittany, mounted upon Satana. 

That does it, he thought; shell tell them sure as hell, and 
curl her little pink toes inside her boots from joy watching them 
string me up. . . . But the oak grove was to his left, thick and 
dark, so he pounded into it, and drew Nancy up, waiting. 

He saw the men come boiling around the curve in a cloud of 
dust, and then they were pulling up, milling around Morgan, 
and Ross could see her pointing — away from him, into the 
swampy morass on the other side of the road, away from him, 
with a slight, negligent gesture giving him back his life. 

They went over the ditch in rows, and disappeared among 
the further trees. Ross sat there waiting, and, as he expected, 
Morgan turned Satana off' the road and came riding in the, direc- 
tion he had taken. When she was close, he rode out and met her. 

'‘You’re in a mess,” she said, smiling. ‘‘Why, Ross?” 

“Those boys got a mite riled up over my bad timing. I turned 
my Negroes loose the day before John Brown' raided Harpers 
Ferry. I came back into town shortly after the news came from 
Virginia. And if Fm not exactly John Brown, they thought Fd 
make a ■ 'mighty good' substitute.” 
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^'*' 001116 ■.on/’ 'Morgan 'laughed, ‘‘let’s .ride/’'' ', 

“Where?”' '" 

, “Finiterre. ril hide you until this blows over/’ 

, . '“It ..won’t blow over, Morgan,” Ross said: C|'u.ietly; “Fm afraid 
Fve .Mlled a man in the bargain.”' 

. ' Morgan looked at him, and Ross could see the fire leaping be- 
hind her black eyes. 

“Then you’ll have to leave Natchez for good!” 

' “Yes,” Ross said sadly; “I was planning to anyhow; but not 
so damned fast. Reckon Fil go up to New York, and send for 
Cathy. . . /’ 

“Just where/’ Morgan asked sweetly, “are you going to catch 
a boat or a train?” 

“Oh, damnl” Ross groaned; “I hadn’t thought of that!” 

“But I have. Come on, darling, we’ll ride to Finiterre — and Fll 
buy the tickets.” 

Ross stared at her, hard. He couldn’t believe this. As long as he 
had known her, Morgan had never stepped out of character for an 
instant. Now, in one day, she had saved his life, and was preparing 
to help him escape — him and Cathy. Tickets, she had said, Fll 
buy the tickets. 

“Oh, come onl” 

They rode northward through the brush, and came out near 
the high gate that had cost Lance Brittany his life. Morgan saw 
Ross looking at it, and reached over and touched his hand. 

“Don’t think about that, now,” she whispered. 

When the Negroes came to take the reins, she bent down and 
said to them: 

“Take Mister Pary’s mare around to the stables, and saddle 
a horse for him. This animal,” she added to Ross, “is completely 
blown. . . 

“You think Fll have to ride again?” Ross said. 

“I don’t know. Fjust want to be prepared. Fm going to get on 
the upriver boat and pay the Captain to stop here, at the foot of 
the bluff. You can com.e aboard there. Then we’ll go to Cinci'iinati 

■'■'.and-— , 

“We?” Ross stared at her; “wel” 

“Of course, darling! You didn’t think, i was going to purchase 
passage for that freckled wench you married?: Oh, Ross, how^ stupid 
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of you! Tm going North with you, dearest — ^that’s the price you 
have to pay for your freedom.” 

“And when we get there?” Ross said coldly. 

“Ill be your sweet little helpmeet,” Morgan mocked, “and your 
devoted slave.” 

“No,” Ross said quietly, “no, Morgan.” 

Morgan smiled at him. 

“Help me down, darling,” she said. 

Ross put up his arms and lifted her down, but she put her two 
hands on his shoulders and stiffened her elbows so that she slid 
down slowly along all his length. Then she stood before him, 
serene, secret-smiling. 

“Kiss me, Ross,” she said. 

“I salute you,” Ross said bitterly, “the murderess of my brother; 
the killer of your husband. . . Then he kissed her. 

Morgan drew her little, heart-shaped face away from his and 
stared at him. 

“I didnl make the error that caused Tom’s death,” she said; “I 
avenged it. And I ridded myself of a man I hated, in order to have 
the man I love. You’d blame me for that, Ross? You, who were 
the cause of it all?” 

“No,” Ross said; “you are beyond blame or praise or any other 
consideration that affects the lives of men. The rules you live by 
were made for angels or for devils — I don’t know which. . . 

“Come into the house, Ross,” Morgan said eagerly. “I’m going 
to hide you. I’m going to get those tickets. Once we get to New 
York, you can still send for your Cathy — ^if you still want to. My 
guess is that you won’t want to — since you don’t love her, never 
have loved her, and never will. . . 

“I’ll still send for her, Morgan,” Ross warned. 

“Up here,” Morgan said, “there’s a room in the attic, that 
they don’t know about. You’ll be safe there. So you think that 
you’ll send for Cathy. Yes, come to think of it— you would. You’ve 
always gotten your feet entangled in your precious conceptions 
of honor and decency and all such rot. But the one fly in the whole 
ointment is- — ^I don’t believe your little Cathy would come.” ■ 

' “Why not?” Ross growled. 

■ “Henry Montcliffe,” Morgan said. 

“You’re lying!” Ross. spat. 
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■ ■..'MorgaB.'turped'iipoii the landing of' the' last 'flight' of s'tairs"' 
before the attic, and caught at his lapels. 

*Tm. not lying, Ross/' she said. **1 only lie to stupid men; But 
what good would it do me to tell you a lie that you cO'Uld dis- 
prove so easily? For instance, if I told you they'd cuckolded you, 
r would be lying. They haven’t — ^yet All they’ve, done is to see 
each other constantly here at Finiterre, with my assistance.” 

Ross looked at her. 

■‘'With your assistance,” he sa.id. “That figures, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes. I wanted her to run off with him. Then you’d be left — 
for me, I said once that love was a lot of foolishness, didn’t I? I 
was right — it is. Only — ^after you ■ left me, I found out that 
there’re worse things than being foolish. . . She looked up at 
him, and tears were there suddenly, bright in her eyes. “All right,” 
she said bitterly; “you can be proud, Ross Pary— because you’re 
looking at a fool!” 

“Go get those tickets, Morgan,” Ross said. 

But, afterwards, sitting there in the darkness in the attic, he 
had time to think about it. His thoughts ran around in circles, 
getting him nowhere. There was the shape of betrayal in them, 
the black of treachery. There was the ugliness of anger, and of 
jealousy and of grief. He walked up and down rubbing his hands 
together until he came to the door. 

He stopped short, looking at that door in the gloom. It was 
of heavy timbers, hung with strap iron hinges. It was — or had 
been, counterweigh ted, so that when anyone left the room into 
which it led, all he had to do was to pull up a small brass stop 
attached to the bottom of it, and it would swing closed behind 
him. But now the counterweight was missing from the cords that 
ran over the pulleys. Ross looked around until he found the 
weight sitting in the corner. He attached it to the cords and tried 
the door. It worked perfectly, swinging shut the instant he took 
the pressure of his hand away from it. 

Funny that Morgan didn’t have that fixed, he thought. Then 
it came to him that it was equally strange that he had fixed it. It’s 
the idleness, he mused,' and the waiting. . . . Why the devil don’t 
those beggars come? 

He tried the door and' this time it swung open wider, and he 
caught a glimpse of some objects on the floor. In the dim light, 
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filtering in £rbm a tiny, barred ventilator under the peak of the 
roof, he couldn’t make out what they were- So he pushed the door 
open, and went in. The moment he turned it loose, it started to 
swing shut, and he had to leap and catch it. As he set the brass 
stop, he looked at it. There was no handle on the inside of it, no 
knob, nothing. 

Whoever had built that door, hadn’t meant for it to be opened 
from the inside. And the moment Ross lit a match, he saw why. 
There were manacles attached to the floor by lengths of chain. On 
the walls were hung whips as cruel as the ones he’d felt in Cuba. 
Ross put out his hand to take one of them, but then he drew it 
back. He didn’t need to pick up one of the damnable things. 
Bessie, before she had been hanged that night, hadn’t lied. Not 
even about this had she lied. 

He backed out of the room, and released the stop so that the 
door swung shut. As he started down the stairs, it came to him 
how near a thing it all had been, how much better it was after 
all merely to lose his life. With Morgan a man could lose more. 
Much more. 

He came out into the sunlight, and mounted the horse the 
Negroes had brought around to the hitching post before the 
house. He started riding northward, towards Vicksburg, think- 
ing: Damn them, they’ve had all the time in the worldl 

And tliey had had. But for the two hours they had spent pull- 
ing one of their number and his horse out of the sticky black mud 
of the swamp into which Morgan Brittany had directed them, they 
would have reached Finiterre long ago. 

When they did reach it, they circled the place and one of them 
went into the stable and found Nancy standing there, still saddled. 

‘‘She did trick us, boys,” he growled; “the bastard’s here all 
right— his nag’s out in the stable.” 

They surrounded the house then and started shooting into it, 
and the two or three Negroes inside of it ran out waving sheets 
and tablecloths and anything else they could get their hands on. 
■The townsmen let them pass. At the moment, they weren’t inter- 
ested in killing Negroes. 

One of them stood up, and called: 

“Come on out, Paryl We know you’re in there.” ■ 

There was' no answer. 
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, '‘‘Reckon we'll have to smoke him out/' another one said. ■, 

; , **Well— now— it . ain’t Ms house/’ 

.‘Itsiierni And she damn near got us all drowned in that black- 
gum, swamp!” 

“DaniBed right. Bum it, I say.” 

The leader stepped forward again. 

”Come on out, Pary,” he said, ”or we’ll burn that shack around 
you.!”. 

■ 'But, when they did start to fire Finlterre, they found it difficult. 
It. had been a wet fall, and. the twigs and moss they gathered 
refused to do more than smolder, sending up great puffs of smoke. 
Even when the rugs and curtains cau.ght at last, there was, more 
smoke than fire. 

Riding northward, Ross Pary saw the smoke, and whirled 
his horse around. At the landing, below the house, Morgan saw it, 
and started running down the plank before it had touched 
ground, and up the path that wound up the bluff. She came up on 
the terrace, panting, and slashed open the face of the man who 
tried to stop her with her riding crop, and dashed into the house. 
All the way up the stairs she was screaming his name. The smoke 
boiled into her lungs, but she kept on, falling and getting up, and 
crawling up the last flight until she came to the room where she 
had left him. She groped around it from side to side, ranning her 
hands over the walls, the floor. Then she remembered the other 
room, and pushed with all her strength against the heavy door. 
It came open and she fell through it, and lay on the floor sobbing 
and gasping for breath and the door swung shut behind her. 

Pounding down the road toward .piniteiTe with Henry Mont- 
cliffe, and the Metcalfe brothers, and Charles Dahlgren, and 
Levin Marshall and two doxen others of, the real aristocracy of 
Natchez, men deeply opposed,. to,, the methods of .such men as 
Anthony Niven and his.; followers, Cathy saw the smoke, too. 
Only, by the time they reached Finiterre, there was flame' in. It,, 
too. 

They poured through the high gate, sending up great clods of 
mud from their horses’ hoofs, 'and the men who had burnt it,' 
turned and ran for their horses, and hurtled away northward 
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into the thick woods above Finiterre. And not a shot was fired in 
anger. 

The men dismounted and formed a bucket brigade from the big 
house down to the spring and fought the fire stubbornly for 
half an hour, with Cathy taking her place in the line next to 
Henry Montcliffe and working as hard as any of them. Twenty 
minutes later Ross Pary rode back into the courtyard .and took 
up a bucket with the rest, and they kept the buckets moving down 
the line to the spring house and back again full, and the men at 
the head of the line splashed them upon the fire. They won 
finally, after two hours of back-breaking labor. That they won, 
that the fire was put out, was due as much to the three-week siege 
of rains that had preceded this day as to their efforts. 

And Ross Pary walked away from the line to the bluff and 
stood there looking at the beautiful house he had built, black- 
ened by smoke, and ruined on the ground floor by fire, but not 
beyond repair. He sighed, and half turned, and then he saw the 
upriver steamboat waiting quietly at the landing. And he realized 
then, that some of the men in that line, the ones he didn't know, 
must have been passengers and crew members from the boat, and 
last of all, more slowly — that Morgan must have got here after 
all. 

He started for the house then, running, but before he reached it, 
Cathy put out her hand and caught his arm. 

“Ross!” she said, “now what the devil — ” 

“Morgan!” Ross cried, and tore free of her. 

Henry Montcliffe heard him, and he and some of the others 
started up the stairs after Ross. The house was still filled with 
smoke, and smelled of burnt wood and cloth. They found Ross 
Pary in the attic, in that strange room, leaning weakly back 
against the wall staring at the inert figure on the floor. One of 
them went down to the third floor and came back with an oil 
lamp. 

Morgan was lying on her side, with .her face turned toward the 
door. 'Her face was smudged with smoke, through which her tears 
had made white streaks. Otherwise, there was not a mark upon' 
her. But— she was dead. 

“Holy. JesusP' George Metcalfe said, “look at her fingernails!” 

Ross looked at her hands. The nails were broken off down' to 
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the quicks, aud the ends of her fingers were bloody. And on the 
door were long, deeply gouged furrows. She hadn't been uncon- 
scious, Ross realized* Then, walking around the other side of her, 
in .the direction her face was turned, he saw that she hadn't. 
Morgan's eyes were wide open, staring upon uiiimaginabie 
horrors. 

“Smoke, I reckon," Henry Montdilfe muttered, 

Ross stared at him. Then quietly he bent down and picked 
Morgan up in his arms. 

He came down the stairs with her and placed her tenderly in 
a swing' on the gallery, and put up. his hand and closed her eyes 
and took off his frock coat and covered her with it. When he 
turned, Cathy saw his face. 

She didn't say anything to him. She merely turned and walked 
away from him toward her horse, and mounted and rode away 
through the high gate toward Moonrise. 

Ross mounted then, and rode after her. She drew up her mount 
and waited for him and they rode down the road together with- 
out saying anything. Finally, just before they readied Moonrise, 
Cathy turned to him. 

“What are you going to do now?" she said. 

“We're going North, Cathy," Ross said, and Cathy stiffened. 

“You're going North, Ross," she said; “Fm staying." 

Ross looked at her, pain moving in his eyes. 

“You'd leave me over this?" he said 

“I," Cathy said, in that flat voice of hers, “am tired of living 
with the ghosts of your old loves, Ross. Yes— Fd leave you over 
this." 

They came back to Moonrise, silently, sadly* 

Ross began to pack slowly, with Cathy sitting there ■ watching 
him, her elbows resting upon her knees, and her chin upon the 
palms of her hands. 

“Cathy," Ross said, “I’m asking you to come with me." 

“No," Cathy said 
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Chapter 19 


In the late fall of i860, Jennie Martin received a letter. At first 
she thought it was from Ross, because it came from New York; 
but then she saw it was sent by someone who knew nothing of 
her more recent history, for it was addressed to Mrs. Thomas 
Pary. But for the fact that it was also addressed to Moonrise, and 
the postmaster in Natchez knew Jennie well, she might not have 
gotten it at all. 

She opened it and read: 

“Dearest Jennie, 

I have the happiness to be back in America after so many 
years of absence. Yet I have also sadness, because everything re- 
minds me of my beloved Ross — ^who died in my behalf so long 
ago." 

Jennie straightened up. Who died? Is she mad? Then she went 
back to the letter. 

“It was originally planned that I should come to New Orleans 
—but since the election of that strange, wonderful Abraham 
Lincoln, there is so much talk of war, that my manager, M. 
Bergson, thought it wiser to cancel them. I am a dancer now, 
called, extravagantly, I think, ‘La Habanera." I wanted so much, 
to come to New Orleans, for then it would have been possible 
for me to visit Moonrise, to see once more the house of him who 
became my husband — did you know that, Jennie? But how could 
you— since he died in Cuba, ' ' 

“I don’t think that I shall ever stop loving him, or forget the 
smallest gesture of his. He was so wonderful, my Ross. I can 

[341] 



write no more. The memory is insupportable. Please, i£ you can, 
write me, Jennie mia — I shall never forget your wedding. 

Adios, ' 
Conchita.'* 

Jennie looked at the letter just once more and that was to mark 
the address of the theatre from which it was written. Then she 
dashed down the stairs and mounted her horse, and set off for 
Natchez at a hard gallop. 




